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CHAPTER L 

i ND now that Mrs. Luan's cross-examination 
-^ was over, Mr. Templemore had leisure to 
think. Never in all bis life had he feit so strange- 
ly perplexed and troubled as he did then. Shoald 
he write to Dora, or shoald he f oUow her ? — or, in 
plainer speech, should he marry her or not ? Even 
a man in love has been known to pause before so 
formidable an alternative as this. When bis duty, 
as he conceived it — ^when bis hononr had made 
bim offer bis band to the girl whose devotion to 
bis cbild had in some sort caused her ruin, Mr. 
Templemore had not feit the besitation he feit 
now. Then every generous impulse of bis natore 
had urged bim on, and given stränge sweetness 
to the sacrifice of bis liberty. Bat Dora had 
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released him — she had released him In language 
so proud and so cold, that^ unless it was the 
veil of a strong and secret love, it was offensive 
to his pride as a man. He was free — free 
in honour as well as in fact, since no man is 
bound to press himself on a woman to importu- 
nity. He was free, and Mrs. Luan might have 
deceived him, or been herseif mistaken. It was 
qaite possible that, though she feit no positive 
aversion against him, Dora recoiled from wedded 
life with him just as he now hesitated to venture 
upon it with her. All this Mr. Templemore feit 
and knew, for the sweet visions of the preceding 
evening had rather paled with the morning san ; 
but somethkig eise, too, he could not help feeling. 
What if that idiotic Mrs. Luan, as he mentally 
called her, had spoken divine truths, like the an- 
cient sibyls, who gave forth oracles, and strewed 
them to the vinds of heaven, not knowing their 
worth ? What if poor Doctor Richard had been 
fondly loved by one of the brightest and most ac- 
complished girls he had ever met ? What if the 
very sincerity of her feelings made her shrink 
from a union in which she could scarcely hope to 
have her husband's whole heart? Here was a 
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temptation, Indeed ! — ^here was a stränge, unex- 
pected triumph, made to intoxicate even a wiser 
man than Mr. Templemore. 

There was fever in the thought, and all the 
seduction of her paleness, of her sad looks^ and 
low voice came back with it. ßead by that light, 
these tokens had a dangerous meaning — dangerous, 
at least, to Mr. Templemore's freedom. As he 
walked through the streets of the old city he again 
seemed to see Dora Courtenay. In vain liberty 
beckoned on one side, and bade him beware how 
he lost her ; on the other there appeared a fairer 
vision by far, and infinitely more alluring. 

"I am young," she said, *^and attractive, a 
tender, yet proud woman. Your marriage was 
the foUy of a boy ; your second choice did not 
prove the wisdom of your manhood ; but what you 
had not with the one woman, what you could 
never have had with the other, I can give you. For 
I am youth and I am love, and I come but once in 
a man's life when I do come, and he whom I visit, 
and yet who fails to keep me, was never worthy 
to have me." 

A colder man than Mr. Templemore was, 
might surely be forgiven if he listened to this 
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temptress. He paused, he hesitated; should he 
write and trust to that anonymous terrace, and 
that number five, for the safety of his letter ; or 
should he seek and find the fugitive^ and read^ as 
he could surely read, with this clue to guido him, 
the truth in her face ! He could not resist this 
desire. He could not resist the secret hope that 
the truth had been told to him that day. Above 
all, he could not resist the longing he feit to secure 
Dora Courtenay, and call her his. She was to 
him in this f everish hour as many an exquisite relic 
of ancient art had been for the last year — a wish 
to be gratified, no matter how extravagant the cost 
might be. 

" I daresay it were better for me that I had 
never seen her," he thought, still pausing irresolute 
on the threshold of his f ate ; " better for me that I 
had never gone to her house, and brought her to 
mine ; but now it is too late to think of this; She 
has lost all for me. Peace, fair name, the world's 
esteem^ the chance of honourable marriage, every- 
thing perished in one hour for my sake ; but aip I 
so selfish and so cold that I cannot atone — that 
I cannot repay her tenfold, and tum her wrong 
into unexpected happiness t" 
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There is something splendid in the power of 
giving; it is a glorious privilege^ and makes us 
kings and sovereigns for the hour^ as with the 
stroke of an enchanter^s wand. Mr. Templemore 
could not help smiling to himself as he thought 
how he coald change Dora's desolation into joy. 
She would never teil him — never — ^but surely 
blind though Mrs. Luan thought him, he could 
see it. He looked at his watch. It was not four 
yet. If he took the evening train he could be with 
her to^morrow. 

*^ And why should I not ?" he asked himself; " if 
she really likes me, ought I not marry a woman 
who has suffered so severely for my sake. And if 
she does not — ought I not know it, and be free in 
conscience and honour, as I am in f act ?" 

Mr. Templemore was no less prompt to act on 
his resolve, than Dora had been to f oUow up hers. 
He lef t that night, and was the next day in London. 

Dora's first act, on returning to Madame Ber- 
trand's rooms, had been to write to a widowed 
lady in reduced circumstances, and ask whether 
she would receive her. The reply had come that 
Mrs. Sobinson no longer took in lodgers, but 
that she would accommodate Mrs. and Miss Cour- 
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tenay for a time. Thus, on arriving at the Station 
the two ladies had but to take a cab and drive 
through well-remembered streets, now wearing a 
Strange look, after the absence of a year, to that 
quiet terrace with a garden wall in frofit, and nod- 
ding trees^ wbere Mrs. Sobinson resided. Mrs. 
Oourtenay had been verj»^ ill at sea, and she retired 
to her room almost at once. Dora sat in the front 
parlour, sad^ but calm, because her fate, as she 
considered it, was now irrevocable. She had 
placed it, as she thought, beyond the reach of 
her own w ill, and she blest heaven that she had 
had strength to do so. 

The day was now nearly worn, the grey English 
twilight was setting in, and she was looking at the 
trees before her, seeing* them not — seeing in their 
stead a grey old church, with lilies growing midst 
its buttresses, and all in a flame with the red light 
of a rieh sunset, when a tap at the door roused 
her. A demure parlour-maid looked in, and merely 
saying, **Please, Miss, Mr. Teraplemore wishes to 
speak to you," she showed him in, as a matter of 
coarse, and closed the door behind him. 

The cab that had brought him had put him 
down at the corner of the terrace; he had not 
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kiiocked at the door, but rung, tkat she might have 
HO warning ] aud now he stood before her, as if 
called up by that vision in which she had been in- 
dulging. 

She rose and faced him, pale and trembling. 
It is dreadf ul to be for ever struggling. Strength 
and courage may well fall us; well may we qaail 
when the battle is perpetual, and never won. 
With a «ort of despair, Dora feit her heart going 
away from her^ rushing back to its old servitude. 
She rebelled, she tned to brave this cruel subjec- 
tion — ojie of the most humbling a proud woman 
can feel, and in that first momenti at least, she 
was powerless. The joy of hearing bis voice, of 
seeing bis face again, y^as stronger than either will 
or pride. 

" Am I again going to be conquered ?" thought 
Dora, with secret angnish. ^^Aml again going 
to do the very thing I condemn ? — and has he but 
to appear in order to prevail against me ?" 

She could not bear the thought. Pity them 
whose conscience is ever striving against inclina- 
tions ; pity them, and if they succumb, condemn 
them not lightly. It is something to have striven ; 
and the defeat which teils of a contest can never 
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be all ignomlnioas. Nevertheless^ that hablt of 
self-command which is at the root of a woman's 
nature, came to Dora's help in this hour of need. 

^'^Mr. Templemore," she asked calmly, though 
sadly, " is this well ?" 

" Miss Courtenay," he replied gravely, " allow 
me to reciprocate your question : Is this well? Did 
you use me well t" 

^^Ferhaps not/' she said^ with some emotion; 
" but I wished to have it all over. It seemed best.** 

He looked at her. She had recovered her com- 
posure, which his unexpected appearance had 
somewhat disturbed^ and she spoke very quietly. 
He feit disappointed and perplexed. Had Mrs. 
Luan deceived him ? Surely he would soon know. 

"Your letter told me nothing," he said; ^*I 
come to know your reasons. You cannot have 
changed your mind so suddenly without a reason." 

" I have no new reason," replied Dora. 

" But you have some old reason," he persisted ; 
** some old reason, which you had not told me." 

" No— none." 

There was a sad passiveness in her tone, that 
told him nothing save that the subject was paiikful 
to her. He still feit perplexed, and more irritated 
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perhaps than perplexed. He asked her to hear 
him, and Dora raised no Opposition. She sat down 
by the window, and he sat facing her, watching 
every motion of her features as he spoke. He 
iirged over again every argament for their mar- 
riage, and against her ref usal, which he^ had already 
used — bat vainly. Dora leaned back in her chair 
with her hands clasped on her lap, and her eyes 
downcast or fixed on vacant space, and with a 
face as pale and as changeless as marble. She 
heard him, she did not contradict him much, but 
she Said despondently, " No, Mr. Templemore, it 
cannot be." 

"Then I see what it is !" he exclaimed, redden- 
ing as he spoke, and speaking with more warmth 
than he was conscious of using — " you have a pre- 
vious attachment, and will not teil me I" 

Dora reddened too, but whether with resent- 
ment, shame, or any other feeling, it was impos- 
sible for Mr. Templemore to teil. 

** You are mistaken," she answered ; " if I had 
any such feeling, I should not be ashamed of it, 
and I would teil you at once." 

** Then you dislike me 1" he said, with some im- 
petuosity. 
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Dora smiled, but simply answered : " No ; why 

stpuid I r 

Mr. Templemore was confounded. He was stnng 
toQ. All bis fond visions had melted away, and he 
odIj saw a calm, proud woman, \yho did not seenqi 
to care much for hlm ; and whom, spite her in- 
^ifference — alas ! perhaps on account of that in- 
(difference — he could not help wishing to win. 
Pa(J he hesitated whether he should marry her or 
not, had he followed her thus far in hot pursoit^ 
had he pleaded his cause for the last half hour 
with every subtle and yaried argument, to be 
balked in the end ? Mr. Templemore was not a 
Jiandsome man, and he knew it ; but he knew too 
tjhat woman is won by the ear far more than by 
thß eye ; and if he had never guessed that Dora 
loved him, he had always seen that she liked him. 
Agsiin and again he had prevailed with her, made 
)ier yield her will to his, and not quarrel .with her 
subjection. And now, when he laid himself out 
to charm, he failed. When he oflfered her po- 
sition, wealth, and what he justly thought most of, 
himself, he failed. He was offended, he was hurt, 
but he was allured too, and that unexpected re- 
sistance was the last crowning seduction which 
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rendered Dora Irresistible, and made him rasolve 
not to leave the room tili he had conquered. 

^^ And so/' he said, with a mixtore of pathos and 
anger in his voice, which moved Dora's heart — 
*^ so that is your unalterable resolve, Miss Coiirte- 
nay ? We might be happy together — we must be 
wretched apart. Think of it well! You con- 
dcmn me to solitude. You know I cannot, I will 
not in honour marry another woman whilst you 
live. I say it again — you condemn me to soli- 
tude !" 

He had risen, ^nd was pacIng the room in some 
agitation ; but he came back to her as he uttered 
the last words, and Standing before her, seemed to 
appeal; more in sorrow than in wrath^ against so 
harsh a sentence. Dora feit much disturbed, but 
^he tried to say composedly, 

*' I d.o not, Mr. Templemore. I trust, 1 hope 
you will marry — oß to that, so may I !" 

" Tben you do wanjt to marry !" he exclaimed 
jealously ; " you do want to marry I" 

** Why not, Mr. Templemore ?" she asked, lift- 
ing up her head proudly, f or both tone and ques- 
tion offended her. 

" Then why not marry me f" he argued angrily ; 
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** you say you have no pre vious attachment, why 
not marry me ?" 

" Because I will never marry a man who mar- 
ries me from honoor," replied Dora with some 
energy. " I have said it, Mr, Templemore, and 
nothing shall make me gainsay it.*' 

Mr. Templemore looked amazed. 

" Honour 1" he said impatiently ; " did I speak 
of honour, Miss Oourtenay ?" 

Dora feit troubled. He had not, indeed, urged 
that argument. 

" You said you could not marry any other wo- 
man in honour, Mr. Templemore/' she replied at 
length. 

*^Norcan I — but did I say that I wished to 
marry you from honour? On my word, Miss 
Oourtenay," he added with sudden emotion, " it is 
not honour, it is not the wish to right you that 
brought me here this evening. I know all you can 
urge. That a few days ago I was to marry ano- 
ther woman — I grant it; but 1 also know this, 
that I am here, and that, as I said before, it is not 
honour that brings me. It is the wish — the irre- 
sistible wish that you should be my wife." 

Involuntary tenderness softened his voice and 
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look as he uttered the word " wife ;" and no lover^s 
protestatio!! could have moved Dora*s heart as that 
Word thus uttered by one so dear. It comprised 
all— every eloquence, every promise, every fond 
hope, every pledge, every bond. Without a word 
of doubt or resistance, ^dth her whole soul in the 
act, she placed her hand in his. 

" And this time," said Mr. Templemore, radiant 
and triumphant^ " I shall keep you to your pro- 
nnse I 

"You need not, Mr. Templemore," she said 
"with the brightest smile he had ever seen on her 
bright face ; " nothing shall make me break it." 

*^ Her aunt spoke the tnith," thought Mr. Tem- 
plemore as he looked at her ; " but what a stränge, 
perverse creature to give nie all that trouble 1" 

Perverse or not, he loved her. Perverse or not, 
he grudged not the trouble she had cost him — he 
regretted not the stränge tums of fate which had 
given him this prize. She was to him just then 
that something exquisite and rare, which in certain 
moods the best and the wisest man will purchase, 
no matter at what cost, ay, even though the pricc 
should be life-long liberty. 

When Mrs. Courtenay, much recruited by a 
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long nap, thonght she should like a cup of tea^ 
and came down for that purpose, she found the 
tea things on the parlour table, two candles bum- 
ing brightly, and by their light she saw Mr. Tem- 
plemore looking perfectly happy, and her daughter 
as gay as a lark on a summer moming. 
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CHAPTER n. 

"VrOTHING occurred to delay the fate which 
-^' one woman's folly and another woman's 
treachery had brought down on these two. Mr. 
Templemore wished for a speedy marriage, and he 
had his way. The uiorning on which Dora was 
to become his wife was fixed, and in the mean- 
while he came daily to see her. He came early 
and stayed late, and unless when he was with her, 
he feit restless and unhappy. He did not know 
himself what aiied him. He seemed to be be- 
witched. It was as if he had never seen before 
that this girl was worth winning. He did remem- 
ber having adnaired her, but he could not now be- 
lieve in his past admiration — it seemed so cold, so 
dead. Sometimes he had gleams of reason, and 
wondered at himself ; but they were gleams, and 
no more. They passed athwart his mind trou- 
bling it, and when they had departed, he only feit 
more strongly impelled to rush on this fate before 
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him. He was like the fisherman in the ballad. 
The very waters that were to devour him allured 
him irresistibly. Perhaps he could not help it. 
Perhaps this sudden and vehement passion^ foUow- 
ing on a long quiet love for another woraan, was 
the only thing that could save him f rom the ab- 
horrenee of marrying a girl his heart had not cho- 
sen ; even as but for that passion he could never 
have conqured Dora's pride and won her consent. 
The feeling that turned his sacrifice into sweetness 
had vanquished all her scruples, and changed their 
bittemess to stränge joy. 

For, after all, she could not be blind. If Mrs. 
Logan had been loved, she was loved ten times 
more. If Florence had been dear, Dora was far 
dearer. He made no prof essions — perhaps remem- 
bering his involuntary infidelity, he was silenced ; 
but there is another eloquence besides that of 
language, and a hundred signs betrayed him. 

And Mr. Templemore was not more blind than 
his mistress. He kept his promise to Mrs. Luan. 
He told Dora nothing ; he put no questions, but 
before two days were over he knew more than 
Dora's aunt had betrayed. 

Mr. Templemore was too imaginative to be a 
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clear-sighted man« He often remained blind to 
the plaincst things, because he could not compel 
liimself to see them under their real aspects ; bat 
ortce his penetration was awakened, it became 
quick and searching as lightning^ and his verj 
imagination Coming to his aid, it left no recess un- 
explored. A sudden paleness which passed across 
her face as he recalied the past, and inflicted upon 
her the sting of a retrospective pain — who said 
that love was mercifull The glow which sur- 
rounded it when reminded of the time during 
which he came to her as plaiii Doctor Richard, 
and other signs as subtle, but as piain, convinced 
him that the poor struggling medical man had 
been as tenderly loved as the afläuent gentleman, 
and that either had been infinitely dear to Dora's 
heart. 

No man could remain indifferent to such a dis^ 
covery, least of all a man who had a generous 
nature, and who was himself very much smitten. 
Passion softened into tendemess as he remembered 
all that this now happy-looking girl had endured 
for his sake, and with silent fervour he vowed to 
atone for the sufferings of the past by the love and 
devotion of the whole f uture, Alas 1 how easy it 
^'^ VOL. in. C 
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was to Mr. Templemore to keep that vow ! How 
Bwift, how invading, how ali-absorbing was this 
new love which had conquered the old, and buried 
it fathoms deep! How is it that even fine and 
noble natures are subject to this lamentable incon- 
stancy I We see it dailj, but who shall venture to 
read a riddle so perplexing ! Of voluntarily for- 
saking the woman to whom he had been pledged 
so long, for any other woman^ Mr. Templemore 
was incapable ; but honour is not love, and when 
he found how willing he was to take Florence at 
her Word, and how eager he feit to do Dora justice, 
he did not dare to question his own heart. Had 
his affectiou for the one grown cool since he had 
known the other? Had that irresistible attraction 
which had drawn him to Dora day after day, made 
him bring her to his house, and delight in her 
Society, been the guilty dawn of his present lawf ul 
fondness ? It miglit be so ; but another explana- 
tion as plausible, and more soothing to his con- 
science and his pride than this, was also possible. 

Mr. Templemore's nature was one of strong 
passions — as, indeed, his countenance expressed 
plainly ; but though he was past thirty, though he 
had been married to one woman, and pledged to 



DO RA. 19 

another^ passion had never had her day, nor even 
her hoor, Now^ amongst the legends of science is 
one of historical truth. Eveiy eighty or ninety 
years for the last three centuries a volcanic isle has 
risen in the Mediterranean^ near San Miguel of the 
A9ores. Flames and earthquakes mark its birtb. 
As it rises a burning stream flows down its sterile 
peaks into the sea. When it has reached its fall 
height it remains motionless for awhile, burning 
like a beacon, which ships can see miles away ; 
then it slowly sinks back again into the deep waters, 
and a faint wreath of smoke shows the spot where 
it has vanished. 

Such cycles of passion and fever there are in 
most human lives. The feeling may take the 
name of love, of ambition, nay, of devotion itself — 
it matters not, forth it must come. Midst cata- 
strophe and bitter throes it must rise from beneath 
those calm waters where it lay so falsely sleeping. 
This might have been Mr. Templemore's fate. 
He might have been destined to love a woman 
passionately at a certain time of his life, and for 
good or for evil, as the f uture would show, that 
woman proved to be, not Florence, but Dora. The 
suddenness of this new feeling carried with it a 
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sort of intoxicalNon, which was both sweet and 
dangerous^ and against which it was very difficult 
to guard. Mr. Templemore did not seek to do so ; 
he gave himself up to the love which there was no 
law, human or divine, to forbid, and which the 
woman who inspired It shared in all its fulness. 

And thus the brief days of the courtship went 
by, and ended in a marriage morning that made 
Dora Courtenay Mr. Templemore's wife. 

When Dora alighted from the carriage that 
brought her home, she feit as if she were treading 
upon air ; and Mr. Templemore, as he led her in, 
looked as happy as a man who resolves to marrj?" a 
woman from honour, but who has the good f ortune 
to fall desperately in love with her, can well look* 
That their marriage was hurried, private, and con- 
tracted under the ominous cloud of disgrace, with 
no kind friends gathering around them to wish 
them joy, neither heeded in that hour. They 
were h^ppy, and happiness, we fear, is rather a 
selfish feeling. Still Dora had one keen pang. 
Her aunt had promised to come and stay with 
Mrs. Courtenay, but she had not kept her word* 
Her mother must remain alone, for Mr. Temple- 
more would have his honeymoon to himself, and 
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only smiied when Mrs. Courtenay grew queruloas, 
and Dora looked imploring. He promised thej 
should not long be divided, but separated it was 
' piain they must be. 

To Dora's great joy, therefore, though ^omewhat 
to her surprise, Mrs. Luan was found sittlng in 
the bed-room upstairs when the bride entered it to 
change her dress. 

" Oh 1 aunt, that is kind 1" cried Dora. " But . 
wliy did you not come earller — why did you not 
come to see me married I" 

Mrs. Luan looked at her ; neVer did bride look 
brighter or happier than Dora, as she stood before 
her aunt, resting her two hands on Mrs. Luan's 
Shoulders and gazing down with the most radiant 
smile in her face. 

" I began to think you did not care about me," 
^ saucily continued Dora, putting on a frown. 

"Are you married I" asked Mrs. Luan. 

Dora laughed gaily. 

" Why, aunt, this is not my every-day dress — is 
it?" she asked. "You never saw me in white 
with orange flowers before to-day — did you f * 

"Well, but are you really married!" insisted 
Mrs. Luan. 
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Dora took off her glove and sbowed the wedding- 
ring on her left hand. 

"Now do you believe it?" she asked good- 
humouredly ; " besides, Mr. Teraplemore is below, 
and if you will but come down you will hear him 
call me Mrs. Templemore. He has already done 
so twice ; and, aant," she added^ in the f ulness of 
her joy, " I do believe he is as happy as I am ! " 

Everything in her betrayed joy and happiness, 
not unmixed with triumph. She could not . help 
it. Some brides are pale and tearful, some are 
dignified, and some are simply cheerful. Dora 
was glad, and her gladness, which she never 
thought of concealing from her apathetic aunt's 
eye, which she scarcely thought visible to that 
cold-blooded lady, now shone forth without dis- 
guise. With Mr. Templemore, with her mother, 
even, she would have been more shy^ but with 
Mrs, Luan she was not on her guard, and she 
looked as she feit, the happiest of women. John 
Luan's mother stared at her moodily. It was she 
who had parted Mr. Templemore and Florence 
Gale ; it was she who had given the rieh man to 
her poor niece ; it was she who who had stimulated 
his liking into passion, who had urged him on with 
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the Iure of Dora's love. She had done it,, she feit 
no regret, and not an atom of repentance, and yet 
this happinessof Mr.Templemore'swife irritatedher. 

" How dare Dora be glad, when she must know 
that her bliss would be John Laan's grief ! Hoi^ 
dare she 1" 

She could not speak her resentment, but she 
was untying her bonnet-strings, and was going to 
display her wrath according to her usnal fashion, 
when Dora nimbly took the bonnet from her hands 
and laughingly put it away. 

" No, aunt/* she said, " I cannot allow it. I 
made that bonnet myself ; and I cannot allow it. 
Besides, what is there to put you out on a day like 
this ? Look, I have not f orgotten you." 

She opened a jewel-box, and produced a hand- 
some ring, which she slipped on Mrs. Luan's fingen 

"That is our gift," she said, "Ins as well as 
mine ; I need scarcely teil you so," she added witli 
a smile, f or the ring was evidently an expensive one, 
" and you must look glad, aunt." 

A romantic, high-minded woman, if she had 
feit what Mrs. Luan feit towards Mr. Templemore 
just then — namely, that he was robbing her son of 
his mistress, and making his wife of the very girl 
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whom John Luan had chosen years ago for him- 
self — such a woman^ we say, would certainly have 
thrown the ring away, and probably have made a 
Speech. But Mrs. Luan, though she cared not 
one f arthing for the gif t, and hated the donor with 
all the unreasonable hate of a wrong-doer, who 
wants to vent on some one the resentment due to 
her owrn deeds, was neither romantic nor high- 
iriinded. She only looked angry and sulky. 

"Äunt, what ails youl" asked Dora. 

" What will John say I" inquired Mrs. Luan in 
her tum. 

Dora's colour fled at the question. 

" I am sorry for John/' she faltered — ^' very 
sorry, aunt." 

" And where are you going to livef" continued 
Mrs. Luan, changing her theme. ** Here ?" 

Dora smiled. 

" Oh 1 aunt, what a question T' she said gaily ; 
**is Mr. Templemore going to live in an eight- 
roomed house ?" 

" Well, but where is it ?" — persisted Mrs. Luan 
—"in what Square r 

" In no Square at all," replid Dora, still amused. 
^ Do you think, aunt, Mr. Templemore has a house 
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every where ? He has but one of bis own that I 
know of — the bouse to wbicb we are going — and 
tliat is Deenab r 

Mrs. Luan looked up witb sudden interest. 

" Then yoa are going away," sbe said, 

" Ä y, surely, af ter breakfast ; and tbat is wby, 
aunt, I am so glad and so grateful^ too, for yoor 
Coming. Poor mamma will not be left alone." 

" And yoa will cross over to-day," continaed Mrs. 
Luan — " tbis very day yoa will be in Ireland f " 

" No, Mr. Templemore wants to sbow me Nortb 
Wales, I do not know wben we sball reach 
Deenab !" 

Sbe looked in some perplexity at ber aunt, Sbe 
could not understand wby this journey seemed to 
interest Mrs. Luan so mucb, tbat ber face bad 
cleared and brigbtened tbe moment Dora bad men« 
tioned it. Bat it was so. Mrs. Luan looked quite 
brisk and cbeerf ul now, and said tbat sbe would 
go down; and so sbe did, leaving Dora ratber grave 
and pensive. 

Mr. Templemore was alone in tbe front parlour, 
waiting for bis wife, wben tbe lock turned, and tbe 
door opened. He tbougbt it was Dora, and witb 
tbat impulse wbicb prompts us to go and meet 
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whatever we love, he moved towards the door. 
When he saw Mrs. Luan's clutnsy figure and 
sallow face, he almost stepped back, so unpleasant 
was the surprise. A feeling which could not be a 
presentiment, for it came too late, but which cer- 
tainly partook of repulsion and dislike, suddenly 
rose within hitn. 

^^ I must get that woman's son some appointment 
or other," he thought ; " and she must leave Les 
Boches. I will not have her near Eva." 

He had not time to linger over the feeling. 
Dora, who had quickly changed her dress, now 
entered the room, no more a bride, but a wife; and 
with her came Mrs. Courtenay, who, in doleful 
and hysterical tones, informed them that breakfast 
was ready. 

The meal was not a cheerf ul one ; it was soon 
over. Mrs. Luan's presence seemed to Mr. Tem- 
plemore to have brought a funereal gloom with it. 
He was eager to be gone, and pleaded that they 
would be late for the train if they did not depart 
at once. 

Mrs. Courtenay heaved several deep sighs, and 
could not help remarking, 

" I must say, Mr. Templeraore, that it is a very 



BORA. 27 

barbarous fashion to take away girls so — ^it is like 
kidnapping to me. Or a taking away of the Sa- 
bines, or anything horrible." ' 

" Biit Dora is willing," pleaded Mr. Temple- 
more^ good-humouredly ; ^^ so that makes a great 
difference^ Mrs. Courtenay, between me and the 

■ 

sons of ftomulus." 

Mrs. Courtenay sighed again, but submitted. 
She even went through the trying ordeal of bid- 
ding her daughter farewell, with a fortitude for 
which Mr. Templemore, who was watching Dora's 
quivering h'p with some uneasiness, was gratef ul to 
his mother-in-law. And when he pressed her 
band and bade her adiea before entering the car- 
riage where Dora was waiting, he said warmly, 

" My dear Mrs. Courtenay, you shall soon see 
your daughter again, and she shall teil you then, 
that if I take her from you it is to make her a very 
happy woman." 

With these words, he, too, was gone ; the car- 
riage drove away, and Mrs. Courtenay burst into 
half angry, half pitiful tears. 

" I never knew anything so selfish as men !" 
she exclaimed, addressing Mrs. Luan. ^' To think 
of Mr. Templemore taking my child from me in 
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Order to make her happy ! Could he not have 
stayed here — Mrs. Robinson would have given up 
the hoase — or taken me with theni to North 
Wales! Why," she continued, warming with 
the sense of her wrongs, and rocking herseif to 
and fro in her chair — " why must he have Dora 
all to himself ? I say he is no better than Borna* 
lus. As to Dora being willing, I daresay those 
Sabine girls were willing too, or they could not 
have been taken away. I have always heard, in- 
deed, that thieves are loth to attack women^ be- 
cause they scream so. I wonder Mr. Templemore 
could be so absurd 1" 

The consciousness of Mr. Templemore's absurd- 
ity, however, had one good result ; it so f ar soothed 
Mrs. Courtenay's irritated feelings, that her next 
remark could refer to the propriety of making a 
cold dinner on the remains of the wedding break- 
fast. Great was her amazement, therefore, when 
Mrs. Luan composedly declared that she did not 
intend dining with her sister-in-law. 

" And where, then, do you dine f " asked Mrs. 
Courtenay, sitting up, and looking confounded. 

Mrs. Luan answered that she meant to dine 
with Mrs. Smith. With this lady Mrs. Courte- 
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nay had long entertained a deadly feud, and she 
therefore considered this declaration doubly insalt-^ 
ing. Moreover, it was simply ridiculous, as she 
kindly added, " for how could Mrs. Luan want to 
dine with Mrs. Smith, when she had not been two 
honrs in London." 

But Mrs. Luan, in her stolid way, replied that 
she had gone to Mrs. Smith's first ; and she com- 
pleted the list of her iniqaities by adding that, as 
Mrs. Smith had a spare bedroom, she meant to 
stay with that lady. Mrs. Courtenay seldom got 
in a passion, but she feit fairly enraged at such 
usage, and she expressed her resentment with a 
warmth which might have led to a final breach 
between the two ladies, if Mrs. Luan had been a 
sensitive person, which she luckily was not. Ün- 
moved by her sister-in-law's reproaches and tears, 
she put on her bonnet and left her. 

Mrs. Smith used to live at Highgate, but she 
had probably changed her quarters, for Mrs. Luan 
took the Tottenham Court Eoad omnibus, and 
having reached Bedford Square, knocked at the 
door of one of its many lodging-houses, was ad- 
mitted by an untidy servant, and entering the front 
parlour, found John Luan there reading the LanceU 
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*^ Why, Httle mother, where have you been all 
this time f " he asked, good-humouredly. " I came 
in early, just to spend an hour with you, and, lo 
and behold, you, the bird was flown I " 

" I went to take a walk," replied Mrs. Luan, 
sitting down — '^why, you are pale, John," she 
abruptly added. 

" Pale !" he echoed, with a hearty laugh, which 
showed, at least, the soundness of his lungs — 
— " pale, little mother I — why, surely you do not 
call me palet" he added, Walking up to a low 
lookiug-glass above the mantelpiece, and surveying 
therein his florid, handsome face with that candid 
admiration which most handsome young men feel 
f or their own good looks. 

Perhaps seeing him so gay and happy smote 
her — perhaps the knowledge of the wrong she had 
helped to do him was too much for her ; at all 
events, Mrs. Luan could not bear to think of Dora, 
Mr. Templemore's happy wife, and to look at her 
son, whom that day had robbed for ever of his 
dear young mistress. She flung herseif on the 
sofa, and burst into sobs and tears. Now, indeed, 
John Luan was pale — pale as death. 

" You have had a letter t" he said — " news — 
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bad news ! '' And he bent over her with an 
eager, questioning gaze, that seemed as if it woald 
have snatched and devoured the very words from 
her lips. 

"No," sulkily replied Mrs. Laan, recovering 
her self-possession, and sittiug up. 

^^Then, in heaven's name, what is it?" asked 
John, still anxious. 

" I saw a child run over," she stolidly answered, 

John Luan looked profoandly indifferent. 

*'That," he said, coolly, "is an every-day mat- 
ter in London. I thought you had better uerves, 
little mother. I wonder Dora does not write/' he 
added, a little impatiently ; " you have been here 
three days, and I think she might have written. ' 

Mrs. Luan replied that Dora had no time — Eva 
took all her leisure. 

" Well, well," good-humouredly rejoined John, 
" I trust she will not long be a govemess — I am 
almost sure of that appointment, and — and TU 
marry Dora as soon as I get it." 

He looked at his mother rather doubtfully. He 
knew, though a word on that subject had never 
passed between them, that since the loss of Dora's 
fortune, she was no longer a daughter-in-law after 
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Mrs. Luan's own heart« But this was a matter in 
which John was quite resolved on having his own 
way, and he thought the present opportunity as 
good a one as any to announce his determination. 

" You can't marry," eagerly said Mrs. Luan ; 
" von are first cousins." 

" Come, come, little mother, kings and queens 
marry their first consins, and why should not doc- 
tors have the same privilege I" 

" You can't afford it," urged Mrs. Luan^ shak- 
ing with emotion ; ^' you can't, John." 

" Yes, I can," he wilf ully reph'ed ; " I teil you, 
I am almost sure of that appointment. The place 
is pretty, and the cottage simply delightful. You 
and Mrs. Courtenay shall have two such nice 
rooms, little mother. And Dora and I another, 
not so good as yours, but quite good enough for 
young people. Then the parlours are so cheerful, 
and the garden is one mass of flowers ; and do you 
think that being rent free, and having a hundred 
a year salary, besides such practice as I shall be 
sure to come into — do you think, I say, that I, a 
man of twenty-six, cannot support wife, mother, 
ay, and child too, if need be," he added, with a 
secure smile, though something in the bright 
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visioii he thus called up made bis blue eye grow 
dim as he spoke. 

Dream away, John Luan! See that cottage 

with its low, pleasant rooms, and its blooming 

.garden, and put Dora there, whilst the dream is 

on you. Never, save in that dream, shall her feet 

cros3 that Iowly threshold ; never shall child of 

yours rest on her bosom, save in the fancy of this 

moment. Even now, and whilst you are speaking, 

her band is clasped in Mr. Templemore's band, and 

her happy face looks up to bis. These two are 

now taking together that joumey of love to end in 

.a happy boine, for which you have saved twenty 

pounds. ^^ Yes, we can do it upon that/' tbinks 

John Luan ; and he does not know that the rieh 

man has robbed bim, and that the woman wbo sits 

. by bis side and looks at bim with so scared a face, 

has more than abetted the despoiler. But for her 

bis prize would have remained untouched, and not 

.be now anotber man's darling; but for her he 

would have had bis chance and won, perhaps from 

sad weariness, what that other bappier man owes 

to love. 

" So you see," resumed John Luan, following 
aloud the train of bis reverie, and still thinking of 

VOL. ni. D 
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the twenty-pound note npstairs, so safelj locked 
in his desk— '^soyou see, little mother, thati have 
plentj of money. Dear Dora, I know, will never 
grumble at our poverty." 

A light seemed to break on Mrs, Luan's mind, 
She seized it eagerly. She did not repent, she feit 
no remorse^ but it wonld be a i*elief if Dora had 
been faithless and perjured herseif, 

^^ Then she promised !" she exclaimed, clenching 
her hands ; ^' she. did promise 1" 

" Promise to marry me 1" repeated John ; " what 
if she did !" 

" How dare she ! — ^how dare she 1" cried Mrs, 
Luan, working herseif np to a sort of frenzy; 
" how dare she do it ?" 

"Come, mother/' resolutely said John, "you 
must not talk so. Dora and I have a right to 
please onrselves in this. Your only objection is 
her poverty — well, then, I say I can support a wife." 

^^But how dare she promise?'' continued Mrs. 
Luan, stamping her foot in her rage ; '^ how dare 

she r 

John had a mind to say the truth — that Dora 
had not promised. " But if I teil her that," he 
thought, ^^ it will be all to begin over again another 
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time, better she should make np her mind to It now." 

If Mrs. Laan's anger had not been too great for 
utterance, she would in her wrath have told John 
Luan that Dora had that verj moming become 
Mr. Templemore's wife ; bat by the time that her 
rage no longer impeded her speech, she remem- 
bered that if she spoke she mnst account for her 
own treacheroas silence — ^and she was mute. 

She looked sullen and conquered« John feit 
rather uncomfortable^ but putting on a cheerful 
look, he kissed her, said briskly it was time for 
him to go, and hnmming a tane to show how nn- 
concemed he felt^ he walked ont of the house, and 
thought when he got out into the Square, ^^ She 
took it better than I expected." 

The door had no sooner closed on her son than 
Mrs. Luan's frenzy broke forth anew. 

" She promised — she dared to promise !" she 
Said, rocking herseif to and fro on the sofa« And 
every fond word and look of John Luan's, every 
happy blush and smile of Dora's that moming, 
every sign of love she had read on Mr. Temple- 
more's face, Game back to her then, and exaspe- 
rated her. She had wanted to save her son, but 
Dora had betrayed and Mr. Templemore had plun« 

d2 
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dered him. She thought of his jealousy and grief 
if he had known that this was their wedding-day, 
and the thought appalled her, and filled her with 
wrath for their happiness and his despair. How 
dare they be blessed at what would wring her son's 
heart within him ? " Let thera take care, that's 
all r thought Mrs. Luan, as she sullenly calmed 
down. " They are happy to-day; but let them take 
care, that's all !" she added, nodding grimly. 

She did not question John when he came in to 
dinner. She did not ask to know how and when 
Dora's promise had been given. Mrs. Luan 
wanted to know nothing; she had moved the in- 
tolerable bürden of guilt from her own Shoulders 
to that of another, and perhaps she dreaded what- 
ever could enlighten her. 

John, who was an arrant domestic coward, feit 
much relieved at his mothers silence, and like 
most cowards of his sex on such occasions, he took 
some glory in it. 

" There is nothing like pluck," he thought com- 
placently ; " women like it, and they need the 
strong hand, the best of them. Your health, little 
mother," he added gaily, lifting up his glass and 
drinking to her. 
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Mrs. Luan said nothing, but turned sallow, and 
looked at him coldly ; it was as if, gifted with se- 
cond sight, she had seen Mr. Templemore that 
very same moment raising his glass to Dora with 
the same act, and. saying with mingied pride and 
fondness, " Your health, Mrs. Templemore.'* 

**My Httle mother has not got over it yet," 
thought John } and he prudently walked out into 
the Square to smoke a cigar. " But she will,** he 
continued in his mental sollloquy, ^^ because she 
must. I say it again, the best of them need it— 
their nature requires subjection. Even my little 
Dora, good as she is, has a saucy tongue at times, 

and needs control !" 

* 

And then, as he walked slowly in the dusty. 
Square, and looked dreamily at the stars that came 
out in the duU London sky, he again went to the 
eottage, and there indulged himself in a conjugal 
quarrel with Dora, which ended happily with a 
reconciling kiss, and of course with the assertion 
of John Luan's manliness, and of Mrs. Luan's 
wifely subjection. 

Alas, poor John, your little Dora has already 
f ound her master ! 
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rpHERE is a cruel superstition amongst sailors* 
^ If one of the crew should fall overboard and 
be drowned at the beginning of the voyage, it is a 
pitjy to be sure, but then it is also a sure tbken 
that the weather will be fair, and the journey pros* 
perous. That ship can never be wrecked which 
bas witnessed such a catastrophe. 

Even so it seemed to be with Mr. Templemore 
and bis wife. Death had taken her brother, and 
a stormj wave removed bis betrothed from their 
ken, whilst John Luan went adrift all uncon- 
sciously ; and now their two barques could sail side 
by side on smooth seas, beneath a serene sky, with 
the gentlest winds to speed them« 

Did they think of this as they entered Deenah 
togethert OhI for the mutability of the human 
hearti The woman for whom Mr. Templemore 
had prepared that home was now forgotten, and as 
he had given every passionate emotion of bis heart 
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to that bright-haired girl bj bis side, so had she 
sorrendered her whole love to the happy rival of 
her own adored brotber« Yes, spite all tbe wrecks 
and mins of the past, spite its sorrows, and a 
lonelj grave, they were blest« Dora feit it as 
they walked throagh the grounds, and she saw the 
sky, the mountains, the woodlands, all in a flame 
with the burning radiance from the west, whilst 
the whole house glittered af ar like a f airy palace, in 
the hazy glow of the setting sun« She feit it as 
they passed beneath aged trees, through the wav- 
ing grassy and the blackbird aud the throsh sang 
so sweetly above them. She feit it as they entered 
the house together, and she stood in a large, brigbt 
rooniy with pictures, and flowers, and books, a 
loxorions room, bat also a genial one, made to 
li?e in, and which seemed to echo her hosband^s 
welcome« 

Mr. Templemore watched Dora's eyes as they 
scanned this room, half shyly, half freely« He 
saw her look wander from a large view of Yenice 
on the wallsy to a glowing sketch of the eastem 
desert, and thence again to the exotic flowers 
blooming in one of tbe Windows^ beyond which 
spread a grand view of heathy moontains« 
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" Well?" he Said, gently drawing her towards him. 

"Well," she replied, looking up at him with 
proud humility, " King Cophetua has married the 
beggar maid." 

" I hope she had browo hair and fine eyes," he 
replied, with tender admiration. 

Dora shook her bright head, and the eyes which 
her husband praised, and which were indeed very 
fine eyes, took a tender and wistful look as she re^ 
plied demurely : 

" I know nothing about that ; but this I surely 
know — that beggar maid was a very happy woman!" 

Yes, she was a happy woman, and as wedded 
bliss rarely wanes during the first week of the 
honeymoon, it is no great wonder that Dora's little 
planet of love and happiness was still in the ascend- 
ant a fortnight after her marriage. Mr. Temple-* 
more was out, though it was early, and Dora was 
alone. The morning was bright, and she feit as 
bright and as gay as the morning. With a sweet 
clear voice she sang aloud to herseif as she went 
through the sunlit rooms of Deenah. She sang 
an old Irish song, füll of sorrow, bat her heart was 
light. Suddenly she was mute. She had heed* 
lessly entered a room where dark blinds shut out 
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the light, wliere tfae air feit chill, and her keart 
failed her as she recoguized Mr. Courtenay's col- 
lection. 

Dora had visited this apartment since her ar- 
rlval In Deenah, bat she had seen it with her hus- 
band ; alone she had not ventured within it, and 
nöw that she had crossed its threshold, she knew 
not how to retreat or advance. Her heart beat, 
her head swam ; a chair was near her, she sank 
down upon it, and looked aroand her. Every 
country and every civilization, Christian and hea- 
then, had contributed to Mr. Courtenay's collec- 
tion ; the history of mankind was in all that Dora 
saw, but she only read in it the story of her bro- 
ther. Her eye wandered from one end of the 
room to the other. Specimens of Palissy, Ma- 
jolica, Etruscan, mediseval and antique, were there 
before her, some perched aloft on marble columns, 
others more precious in black cabinets, with glass 
fronts and brass locks. Here and there a gold or 
silver cup shone, or a piece of carved ivory gleamed 
faintly, and Dora, looking at these things, saw her« 
seif a girl again in her old home near Dublin. She 
saw herseif sitting up for Paul, aad preparing a 
meal for his retum, And she saw him too I Shq 
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heard bis voice, sbe sat at his feet and looked up 
in his face, on whicb the firelight shone ; but the 
bitterness of these recollections was too much for 
her. Dora buried her face in her bands and wept. 
Wben, by a strong effort, sbe at length compelled 
her tears to cease, and looked up, sbe saw Mr. 
Templemore Standing before her with a letter in 
his band, and eyeing her thougbtfully. 

Sbe reddened as sbe rose, and went up to bim 
with some embarrassment. 

^^ I could not belp it/' sbe said^ deprecatingly, 
^ I could not, indeed. I entered tbis room unex- 
pectedly, and everytbing I saw was too much for 
mer 

Her quivering lip sbowed bim that her emotion 
was not Oven 

" How much you loved your brotber 1" he said, 
gently. 

^' Much !— ob ! Bichard, the word is cold ; he 
was everytbing to me." 

"Are you sure you have quite forgiven me» 
Dora I" he gravely asked. 

Sbe looked at bim in some wonder. 

" Forgiven you, Bicbard ! — if I had Paul's deatb 
to forgive you, it would have been easier for me 
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to die than to enter this house as jonr wife. For- 
give thatl" sbe impetuoasly added — ^^I fear I 
eould not. I fear I never forgave Mr. Gonrtenaj, 
who lured my brother, and Florence Qale, who 
urged faim on, tili he died of the anxietj, the lar 
bour, the suspense, and, last of all, the disappoint- 
ment these two inflicted upon bim. Sbe would 
have been bis wife if he had won the daj, bnt he 
had scarcelj lost it when sbe married anotber. 
Perbaps you did not know this/' sbe continued, 
seeing the look of surprise that passed across Mr. 
Templemore's face, ^^and perbaps I shoald not 
have told you ; but it is trae. Sbe was faitbless 
to bim, and thougb, if I am yoor wife, it is her 
doing, not miue, I cannot help feeling that I am . 
Paul Courtenay's sister, and that all unconsciously 
and unwillingly I have avenged him. I have 
striven against the feeling again and again, and 
again it has come back, and been too streng for 
me. 

Sbe was very. pale, and sbe shook from bead to 
foot as sbe uttered this resentf q1 confession ; but 
Mr. Templemore only kissed her sootbingly, and 
smiled as he led her out of the room, and locked 
the door behind bim. He could read Dora's beart 
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better than she read it herseif, and he saw there 
more jealous fondness of a living husband than 
angry memory of a dead brother's wrongs. The 
greatest sin of Florence Gale was ever to have 
been loved by him. This Dora never could for- 
give, and never could she cease triam phing in her 
heart over her defeated rival. She might, being a 
generous woman, strive against the feeliug ; bat 
whilst she loved her hasband, jealoasy woald be 
too mach for her, and she woald strive in vain. 
It is not in a man's nature to be severe ^against 
sach sins, and Mr. Templemore feit wonderfully 
lenient on hearing Dora confess her triamph over 
Mrs. Logan. He was not so vain, moreover, as to 
. consider that lady planged in irremediable grief 
for his sake, and he could not help thinking that, 
as he had had predecessors in her heart, so might 
be have a successor there too. But as he needed 
no protestations from Dora to convince him that 
he was her first love, so he required no vows to 
feel certain that no other image would replace his 
in her heart. He had known in his boyhood a 
white-haired woman, bright, gay, and cheerful, 
who had been three weeks a bride and fifty years 
a widow. She was witty and l9vely9 and was ad- 
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mired even to the brink of age ; but none of her 
lovers — and they were many — could ever win her. 
Her young love had outlived both grief and 
youth. And as Mr. Templemore looked at his 
wife's pale face — as he heard her boast with invol- 
untary frankness of her triumph over Florence — 
as he took her away with a smile from the dark 
room which had evoked all this, down to the 
cheerf ul room below, he thought, " Dora is such 
another woman as my great-aunt ; if I were to 
die to-morrow, and she to live tili three-score, I 
should still, dead or living, be her husband." And 
we need not wonder that, if Mr. Templemore was 
not so inexperienced or so exacting as to expect 
this exclusive affection, which is not, indeed, a 
very common sort of thing, yet he was not either 
so careless or so cold as not to feel mingled joy 
and pride in having inspired it. Never, therefore, 
could his wife have read more kindness in his 
looks than she could have read then — never could 
she have found more boundless indulgence for her 
imperfections than such as he was now willing to 
extend to her for this venial sin of loving him too 
fondly. 

" I have had a lütter from Eva this morning," 
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he Said, as^they sat down on the sofa ; ^ she men- 
tions Mrs. Courtenay's safe arrival in Les Boches, 
with Mrs. Luan, I believe ; and here is, I suppose, 
Mi's. Courtenay's own letter." 

He handed it to her, bat she gave it back to 
hitn. 

" Bead it to me,*' she said ; ** you will not be 
vexed if mamma says you took me away from her, 
like one of the Sabine maidens T" 

Mr. Templemore smiled and obeyed« 

" My dear child," began Mrs. Oourtenay, ** I 
really wish you would soon come back. Ever 
since your wedding-day, as I abeady told you, 
.'Mrs. Luan is unbearable. I gannot manage 
HEB I I must say I think it hard that Mr. Tem- 
plemore compelled you to leave me in that cruel 
fashion. I cannot imagine why he thought me in 
the way. I wonder how he will like it when 
some man comes and whisks off Eva from Aim?" 

^' I shall not like it at all," candidly remarked 
Mr. Templemore, ^^ but I shall have to bear with 
it.** 

*^ Eva was very glad to see me,'* resumed Mrs. 
Courtenay's epistle ; ^^ but is longing to have you 
and her father back. Miss Moore is prosy and 
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stnpidy as nsual." Dora rather regretted having 
told Mr. Templemore to read her mother^s letter, 
bat took comfort on seeing him smae. ^'How- 
ever," kindly resamed Mrs. Courtenay, ** I attri- 
bute that just iiow to the fact that there is a host 
of horrible childish diseases about Les Roches. 
Groop, measles^ and scarlatina/' says Miss Moore. 

Mr. Templemore read no more. His very 
ups had tumed white with emotion. "I must go — 
go at once, aud take Eva away/' he said, scarcely 
able.to command his voice. 

" We must go," eagerly said Dora. 

"No — no— I cannot make you travel so fast," 
he said, speaking more calmly; "you must stay 
here !" 

" Stay 1 — have you so soon forgotten your pro- 
mise 1" asked Dora, with a reproachf al frown. 

Yes, two days bef ore she had extracted f rom him 
a f ond pledge that he would never ask or expect 
to leave her. ^^ I do not say that I shall never 
let you stir without me," had said Dora; "but I 
must have the right of going with you." If Mr. 
Templemore's honeymoon had been over, he might 
have demurred, but having been only thirteen days 
wedded, he knew not how to resist this charming 
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despot, and he yielded all the more willingly that 
in the intoxication of his new passion it seemed im-> 
possible to him ever to cease to wish for the society 
of one so dear. So he promised, as most men in love 
would have promised, and now he was pledged to 
his Word. 

" And I shall not set you free," now said Dora, 
with a bright, fond smile; "I will be as exacting 
as any sorceress with any knight of romance. So 
let US go at once, and find Eva sound and well at 
the end of our journey." 

" She is a sorceress," thought Mr. Templemore, 
as he left her to give Orders for their journey. 
" She is not beautif ul, she is not even what people 
call very pretty, and yet — and yet." He needed 
no words to complete the picture his fancy called 
Tip, A face bright as sunshine, happy, radiant 
eyes, a light young figure, told him Dora's spell 
more potent than mere beauty, and infinitely more 
seducing. 

Bat that bright face was clouded, and these 
happy eyes grew dim when he left her. Dora 
stood by the open window, and she looked out sadly 
on the verdant wildemess below her. She could 
not bear to leave that Eden — ^not, at least, to leave 
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it so soon. Spite all her husband's fondness, 
Dora did not feel sure of him yet. She want- 
ed time to become to him something more than 
a bright-haired girl, with fine eyes. She want- 
ed to grow identified with and to be a portion 
of his daily life. She wished for nothing, and 
no one to break the fond spell she was weav- 
ing around him daily, alluring him from that 
other charm she had involuntarily cast upon him 
to a surer and more durable tenderness. Already 
she had by gentle arts won her way to some of the 
Chambers of his heart. Already she knew thoaghts 
which Mr. Templemore had never told another, 
and which had escaped him in fond and happy 
honrs ; but Dora feit that there lay more behind, 
and that a road, not arduous indeed, but myste- 
rious, and with some perils, still divided her from 
the goal it was her fond ambition to win. She 
had no wish to rule, no wish even to influenae, but 
she wished to be as near to Mr. Templemore as 
one human being can be to another, and it had 
rather disconcerted her to find that the very pas- 
sion she inspired was an obstacle which retarded 
her progress. If even in perfect solitude, in un- 
restrained liberty, she could not have her husband 
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as she wished to have him, how much harder would 
it be to have him thus with Eva to share bis love, 
and otbers to divide bis attention ! 

" And yet I sball prevail," she thought, rousing 
herseif from tbis passing despondency; ^^Ishall 
prevail. Eva loves me so dearly, that he cannot 
divide us in bis affection ; and I am too fond of 
her to be jealous. She is mine now — mine as well 
as bis, and the love be gives her be also gives to 
me. Les Boches is not so beautiful as Deenab, 
but surely my lot is altered since I beheld it first. 
Those trees^ those alleys, that old house, are mine 
now — mine at least whilst they are bis. And in 
Les Boches, because I have suffered so keenly, 
mast Fate atone, and I sball be f ully blest.'* 

There was a triumphant gladness in the thought 
which conquered fear, but not regret, for solitude 
is sweet to love. When they left Deenab that 
afternoon Mr. Templemore saw the fond, wistful 
look bis wife cast back towards the bouse, and as 
he bappened to share her feelings, he said with a 
smile, 

^^ I sball take Eva and Miss Moore to some saf e 
Spot, and tben we sball come back bere for the 
Summer." 
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" Will you — will you !" cried Dora, with spark- 
ling eyes ; f or she thought, " I have a whole Sum- 
mer before me." 

They travelled fast, and reached Les Roches to- 
wards noon on a warm day in June. Dora's heart 
ached for Mr. Templemore, as she saw the agita- 
tion he could not repress when the chäteau came 
within view. But as her glance wandered along the 
road, she uttered a sudden and joyful : 

« Look— look ! " 

For there, Walking with Miss Moore in the 
shade was Eva herseif, and Fido behind her. In 
a minute they were down, Eva sprang towards 
them with a joyful cry, and it would have been 
hard to say which of the two, Mr. Templemore or 
bis wife, looked the happier, or kissed the child 
more fondly. For as she feit Eva's little arms 
clasping her neck so fondly, and heard her half 
sobbing, " Oh I Dora — Cousin Dora ! " Dora 
thought with a beating heart — 

*' Yes, you love me, Eva — but can you ever love 
me as I love you — ^you who, though you do not 
know it, have given Cousin Dora the great, the 
perfect happiness of her life. Poor Fido, you gave 
me nothing save your little honest heart — but I love 
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yoa, tooy so do not whine. Oh ! that the whole 
worldy that eveiy creature could be as blest as I am 
now!** 

She looked so bright, so jojons, so like the poet's 
" phantom of delight,** as these thoughts passed 
throngh her, that Mr. Templemore^ looking at her 
viith. charmed eves^ exelaimed, in very nnpoetic 
f ashion^ however, 

" Dora ! I am a lucky fellow.'* 

Dora had no time to answer, Miss Moore now 
came up to them. 

^ It is saeh a comf ort to have yoa here, Mr. 
Templemore," she said with a sigh, meant to ex- 
press her satisf action on his retum, ^ we had snch 
a dreadf ul day yesterday." 

" My mother is surely not ill T* cried Dora, with 
a sndden alarm. 

"'Oh! dear no, bat that poor yoang man is 
raving- He got a sunstroke on the way, I believe, 
and he was raving before night. He is Tery bad 
to-dav.'* 
' Dora grew white. 

" What yoong man f she asked. 

''Doctor Lnan,'* composedly replied i'L'ss Moore ; 
^ he arrived yesterday af temoon* looking very odd. 
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and flushed with that sunstroke — gentlemön ought 
to have parasols, in my opinion — and when he 
asked after you, and Mrs. Courtenay told him you 
were on your bridal tour, the surprise was too much 
for him, I never saw anyone look so bad. I 
assure you, Mrs. Templemore, it made me feel 
quite concerned for him, poor young gentleman ! 
Well, before half an hoar was over, he was vio- 
lent, but he is not so now — only qaite delirious." 

Mr. Templemore looked at his wife. She seemed 
overwhelmed with confusion and grief, and could 
not bear her husband's fixed gaze. He withdrew 
it, and they all walked in silence towards the 
house, Mr. Templemore thinking, 

" This John Luan loved her — but surely Dora 
never cared for him, and yet how white she is !" 

Some men are flattered to be the cause of in- 
fideiity, but Mr. Templemore was more jealous 
than vain, and the thought of a rival, even of one 
whom he had supplanted, was hateful to him. 
Was it possible that his wife had given to another 
those looks, those smiles, that shy fondness which 
were his now ? He did not believe it, but the mere 
suspicion made him tremble with jealous resent- 
ment. 
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*' Oh ! what calamity brought John here ?" 
thoaght Dora ; " and how is it his mother never 
told him ? But I know what he thinks, and he must 
not — oh ! he must not T 

•"^ Let Miss Moore and Eva go in without ns,'* 
she Said in a low voice to her husband, ** I have 
something to say to you." 

Mr. Templemore's colonr changed, but he com- 
plied with her request, and instead of entering the 
chätean, they stayed out in the flower-garden. 
Dora's heart feit very fall. John, her cousin and 
her friend, was dying, perhaps, and Mr. Temple- 
more snspected her of having jilted him. She for- 
gave him, but she would not enter his house and 
cross his threshold with that suspicion npon her. 

^' I have something to say to you," she said again. 

Mr. Templemore winced, and prepared himself 
f or indulgence and forgiveness, bat his wife asked 
neither from him. 

^ Riehard/' she said, '^ yoa told me that you 
niarried me for love, not for honoor ; let me teil 
yoo that if I, too, had not liked yoa, I coald never 
have become your wife. I coald no more seU my- 
seif for fair name than for money,** she added, 
with a sudden light in her eyes. 
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There was a pause. 

'^ Is that all yoa have to teil me, Dora T* asked 
Mr. Templemore. 

^ No ; I am twenty-foar, and I am not aware 
that if I had feit affection for anj other man be- 
fore I met yoo, it would have becn a wrong in me 
to do so, provided sach afiFection was tme ; bnt it 
so happens that I never did — never for one second 
— for one moment. I am content to be your last 
love ; but it may be right yoa should know yoa 
are my first." 

She spoke with a sadness that tempered the 
fondness of her confession. Bat the words she 
had attered sent the blood up in a boming tide to 
Mr. Templemore's dark face. That last love of 
bis, as Dora called it, was sarely not the weakest. 
It was jealous and exacting. It woald be denied 
nothing ; and on leaming that it had all, the past 
as well as the present, it was glad and triamphant, 
even thongh John Luan might be dying. But 
Dora could not f orget the lover of her yoath — the 
poor man who had come to woo with bis cottage 
and bis hundred a year ; and her voice was sab- 
daed and low as she said, 

^^ That is all I wished to say. Let us go in now." 



56 



CHAPTER IV. 

npHE Cards spread on the table before Mrs. 
^ Courtenay must have been going all wrong, 
for Mrs. Courtenay looked troubled and sad as 
Dora entered her room. On seeing her daughter, 
however, she uttered a joyful cry, and looked 
beaming. 

"My dear child, I am so glad I" she exclaimed, 
running up to her ; '^ how well you look 1 — and 
where Is Mr. Templeraore ?" 

" He is with poor John. Oh 1 mamtna^ what is 
the meaning of this ?" 

^^ We should have sent him cards, I suppose ; he 
had a sanstroke, and hearing of your marriage 
finished it. Oh ! what a life we have had qf it. 
Miss Moore has so worried about measles, that I 
wished we were all dead and buried. I told her 
so; also, that it was a mistake of hers about 
measles, and that I did not believe in them." 
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Dora sighed ; she had lef t Paradise f or earth 
and its cares. 

" Have you seen your new room ?" asked Mrs. 
Courtenay — '* such a lovely rooin ! Such beauti- 
ful things, all new — come and look at it." 

She rose and led her to the apartment which 
had onee been intended for Mrs. Logan. It had 
altered its aspect for Dora. She saw so at once, 
and the change smote her. 

"I do not like her," she thought, "but why 
must I be happy at her expense! Why must 
John suffer because I am so blest ?" 

"Is it not prettyl" asked Mrs. Courtenay; 
** and Miss Moore cannot leave off wondering how 
fond he is of you 1 Every time something new 
came for you she cried, * Why, he dotes on Miss 
Courtenay !' " 

"Oh 1 1 am happy — very happy," replied Dora; 
*' but my heart aches for poor John." 

" And so does mine; only, you see, you could not 
marry them both," innocently remarked Mrs. 
Courtenay. 

" Oh 1 how good — how kind he is 1" exclaimed 
Dora, looking arouud her and seeing with every 
glance new tokens of her husband's affection; 
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" only why cannot we be happy but that others 
must suffer ?" 

" I wish John would get well, and would marry 
Florence," gravely said Mrs. Courtenay ; "it would 
be so nice, and so like a novel, where people 
change about, you know !" 

If Dora could have smiled then, she would have 
smiled at the Suggestion. Florence losing the 
master of Deenah, and taking up with a poor doc- 
torl It was like her innoeent little mother to 
think of such a thing ! 

"And where is John?" she asked with a heavy 
sigh ; " I must go and see hira." 

" In the room next his mother's ; only, my dear, 
you must go alone, please — it makes me miserable, 
and does poor John no good — besides, Mrs. Luan, 
poor soul, is so fierce that I am afraid of her." 

Again Dora sighed, for again she thought, 
" OhI why must my happiness cost others so dearl" 

Mrs. Luan's room was vacant, but through the 
half-open door of the next apartment Dora saw 
her aunt sitting alone by a large white bed. That 
room was darkened, and though Dora saw her 
aunt's bending figure very plainly, she guessed 
more than she perceived, that the bed was occu- 
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pied. Mr. Templeraore she did not see. He was 
already gone. With something like hesitation and 
fear, Dora entered the sick-room ; and standing on 
the threshold she said : " Aunt, may I come in ?" 

Mrs. Luan raised her head, and Dora started 
back at the sight of her face. It is said that cri- 
minals shrink into old men within the few minutes 
that precede their execution ; and even so had age 
— decrepit age — overtaken this sullen, heavy-look- 
ing woman within the last few hours. She stared 
at Dora with a dull, vacant stare ; then suddenly 
recognizing her, she started ap, and walked up to 
her with an aspect so fierce that Dora involuntarily 
shrank back. 

" And so you come to look at him," said Mrs. 
Luan, with rage sparkling in her eyes, " you come 
to look at him, do you ?" 

" Aunt, I am grieved to the heart." 

"Grieved!" interrupted Mrs. Luan, stamping 
her foot and shaking her head at her — " grieved, 
are you ! Then how dare you marry Mr. Temple- 
more, when you knew it would kill John ?'* 

Dora could not answer one word. 

" And that is my reward," continued Mrs. Luan, 
her wrath rising as she spoke. ^^ I made you all 
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you are, and all the tirae you had promised to 
marry John I I teil you you had — I teil you you 
had T' she cried, her voice rising as she read denial 
in Dora's eyes, " deny it if you dare — deny it if 
you dare !'* she repeated defiantly. 

" If I were on my deathbed I would deny it ! " 
cried Dora, roused into self-def ence. " You wrong 
me — ^you wrong me ! Why did you not teil John 
I was married ? Why did you let him come here ? 
Aunt, I know you did not wish John to marry me 
since I lost my money ; but I say it is you, not I, 
who have been pitiless to him." 

Mrs. Luan stared at her. It was this girl whom 
she had raised to her present height who could 
thus taunt and reprove her. 

" Oh 1 you are very grand and proud because 
you are Mr. Templemore's wife," she said, nodding 
at Dora, " but you might rememberyou would not 
be his wife but for me." 

Dora coloured deeply. " I know you must have 
told him where he could find us in Kensington," 
she faltered. 

" Oh ! pretend you do not understand— do ! 
Pretend you do not know who told Mrs. Logan he 
was with you that night. Eh 1 " 
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Dora looked petrified. Her Ups parted, her 
eyes were fixed on Mrs. Luan, then a dreadf ul 
light seemed to break upon her. 

" And was it you who did that ?" she said at 
length — " was it you ?'* 

The question enraged Mrs. Luan. 

" Ask me — do !" she cried ; " ask me !" 

"Aunt," piteously exclaimed Dora, "can this 
be? Did you do it to make Mr. Templemore 
marry me ?" 

" I did," repHed Mrs. Luan with a sort of shriek 
— *^ I did ! — and because I helped you to a rieh 
husband, to fine clothes and houses and money, my 
boy ihust die — ^he must die !" she repeated, with a 
low, wailing moan; "and hear how he laughs 
at it all !" she added, as a loud fit of laughter came 
f rom John Luan's bed, " hear how merry he is 1 " 

" No, I do not believe you — it is not possible. I 
cannot be so miserable — Heaven is too just to 
allow such things," cried Dora in the despair of 
her heart. "Aunt, you are ill, quite ill with grief 
— you have dreamed all this — ^you never did this 
thing — never — never !" 

" I did." 

"Butwhydid you do itl Ohiwhy!" asked 
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Dora in a voice füll of agony, *^ Why do it, atint 
— why do it r 

^^ Becanse I never liked Florence — and becanse 
he was rieh." 

^^ And becanse you did not wish me to marry 
John/' Said Dora, in a transport of anger she 
could not repress ; "you ruined Mrs. Logan's hap- 
piness, you risked my fair name, you robbed Mr. 
Templemore of bis liberty — and all that I might 
not marry John." 

" And so you taunt me with it I" sullenly said 
Mrs. Luan ; " wait awhile, my lady — wait awhile 1 
I have been silent, but I can speak. I wonder 
what he will say when he knows it. Ha I ha I I 
have you there. You have robbed me of a son, 
but perhaps I can rob you of a husband. He will 
tum me out of the house, bnt I don't care— you 
and he shall not be happy whilst John is dying." 

She spoke calmly now^ but her calmness was 
more terrible than her wrath. A great agony 
came over Dora as she heard her^ and she was 
seized with a f aintness as that of death. Her hus- 
band loved her, but how would he feel if he leam- 
ed that he had been cheated into marrying her I 

" Aunt/' she said, recovering by a strong effort. 
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"you must not do that, you must not. God 
knowSy if I could repair Mr. Templemore's wrong, 
ay, or even Mrs. Logan's wrong, I wonld do it, 
though my heart-strings should break ; but I can- 
not — we are married, tied for life — you must not 
speak — ^you must not." 

She raised her band with a quiet gesture of 
command, like one who has uttered an unanswer- 
able proposition. But Mrs. Luan shook back two 
dark locks whicb had fallen over her face, and 
looked at her with the defiance of a tigress whose 
cub has been wounded. 

" Think of my boy," she said, *^ and expect no 
mercy. I have given you a rieh husband, and you 
only mock and upbraid me for it. Do you think 
I will see him die," she added, nodding towards 
the bed, " and see you both sleep sound and live 
happy? No— no!" 

It was useless to argue with her. This was not 
remorse, repentance, or even sorrow, it was the 
madness of despair. It was useless to argue, but 
it might not be useless to entreat. Dora feit dis- 
tracted with fear and grief. She went up to her 
aunt, she caught her two hands, she pressed them 
to her bosom with passionate emotion. 



64 D O R A. 

" Aunt, spare me," she said ; '* what have I done 
that you should hate me! Was I not like a daugh- 
ter to you ?" 

"Why does he rave about you?" interrupted 
Mrs. Luan. " I bore him, I suckled him, I reared 
him through privation and sortX)w, I would have 
died for him, and it is you whom he raves about. 
Would he be lying there in brain-fever if he had 
found me dead I" 

" Then you will have no pity," said Dora, drop- 
ping her aunt's hands. 

Mrs. Luan looked at her in sullen silence. All 
the passionate Irish vehemence of Dora's nature 
awoke within her. She sank on her knees before 
her aunt, she raised her clasped hands. 

" Have mercy !" she cried, " for John's sake have 
mercy on me. Be silent, in order that heaven may 
hear your prayers, and grant us both his life. 
Leave me my husband — leave him to me. He is 
my life, my only supreme good, and he loves me 
—he loves me. Do not shake that love in his 
heart by so cruel a confession. Remember that he 
is my husband ; he must forget Mrs. Logan now, 
and love but me. I know that as yet his is only a 
man's passion for youth, and what he thiuks 
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beauty — bat give me time, aunt, give me time, 
and that love shall be more. I shall have bis whole 
heart yet* I will be bis f riend, bis companion, bis 
mistresSy bis wife, everything wbicb a woman can 
be to ber basband^ if you will bat give me time 1" 

Ob I if be bad seen ber tben I If be bad seen 
tbat pale face, breatbless witb entreaty, tbose deep 
impassioned eyes — ^if be bad beard tbat patbetie 
voice vainly imploring one wbo knew not mercy I 
Dora saw sbe bad failed, but sbe still prayed. 

**Give me afew days," sbe said, "just a f ew 
days, aunt/' 

Mrs. Luan laugbed bitterly. 

" Well, tben, aant, give me one day, give me 
one," entreated Dora ; " let me be bappy and be- 
loved tili to-morrow." Mrs. Luan sbook ber bead 
in obstinate denial ; but Dora clung to her witb 
ardent importunity. " Give me one day," sbe en- 
treated. " Ob I aunt, give me one. I bave not 
been married tbree weeks« Let me be bappy a 
few.bours longer. Let me — let me. And— ob I 
if prayers are beard in beaven, bow I will pray 
tbat Jobn may live 1" 

Poor Dora, sbe asked to bie bappy wben ber 
happiness was ber sin. 

VOL. in. T 
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^^Let me go!" said her aant^ sullenly. ^^ John 
wants me." 

Dora rose withoat a w<Nrd, sbe released Mrs. 
liuan from her clasp ; she compelled herseif to say 
calmly, 

^^ Aont, I trust yoa will meet with more mercy 
than yott show to me ;" and with theae words she 
left the room and went down stairs« 

She walked oat into the garden bare-headed, and 
reckless of the hot snn« She feit distracted with 
sorrow. Her pride was stnng to think that she 
had been forced on Mr. Templemore, and her 
heart was tortnred beforehand at the thonght of 
what bis feelings wonld be when he knew it. 
Woold bis love go back to the wronged woman, 
whom her aont had betrayed^ and leare her^ bis 
wretched wife, all plnndered and forlom. It was 
agony to thtnk it — an agony so keen that she stood 
still, and wondered she did not expire ¥rith grief at 
the thonght. 

^Dora," said a fond, reproring ycnce. 

She tnmed round with a thrill of joy. He 
knew nothing ; he loved her still« Yes^ for a f ew 
momentsy for a few hours^ perbaps, her hnsband 
was her own. 
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** What brings you out here bare-headed in that 
hot sun V* he asked, with gentle chidiug. 

'* Yes, he loves me still," thought Dora, looking 
at him with sad, earnest eyes ; but her only an« 
swer was : " Have you seen him t — how is he t'* 

** In great danger, I f ear " 

** And Eva — when do you take her away ?" she 
asked, almost eagerly, ^^she must not stay here, 
you know/* 

^^ No, she must not. Miss Moore isgetting ready. 
They leave this evening." 

" But you go with them— do you not ?— you go 
i;frith them." 

^^Not whilst that poor fellow is all but dying in 
my house." 

A sort of anguish passed over Dora^s face, but 
Mr. Templemore did not read its meaning. 

" He may live,^' he said kindly. 

" God grant he may P she replied in a low tone ; 
" but what good will your presence here^do him t — 
I shall not feel happy if you do not accompany 
Eva and Miss Mo(»*e." Mr. Templemore looked 
so amazed at this speech that Dora added, '^I 
have a presentiment of evil — a foreboding I cannot 
conquer." 
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She looked so deadly pale, that Mr. Temple- 
more was filled with concem, 

^ Yon haye seen that poor yoimg man, and it 
has been too much for you/' he said. 

^ No, I only saw his mother. How stränge and 
wild she is ! — don't yoa think she is mad ?" she 
added, Standing still in the path they were f ollow- 
ing. 

^ Mad I — she was perfectly calm half an honr 
ago, Dora.** 

" Yes, she is always so with you,** replied Dora^ 
with inyolnntaiy bittemess. 

Mr. Templemore did not answer, bnt he 
thonght his wife's manner stränge« They walked 
on in sQence tili they reached that old bench on 
which Dora had seen her hnsband and Florence 
sitting side by side. Never had the quiet spot 
looked darker or cooler than it did now. Neyer 
had its green shade been more delicions and allur* 
ing than it was on this warm aftemoon. 

^ Let ns rest," she said. 

He sat down, nothing loth. Later, he knew 
the meaning of a change in his wife's manner 
which now perplexed him — diäter, he knew why 
she passed thus snddenly f rom the sadness of de- 
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fipair to this feverish joy. He would not go — he 
woald not believe anything she could urge against 
Mrs. Laan; she was doomed, she was hopeless, 
then let her be happy and beloved whilst happi- 
ness and love were still within her grasp. She 
rested her head on his Shoulder with anwonted 
f amillarity ; she looked np at him with sad thongh 
nndisguised aflfection, and she said, with the daring 
of despair, 

^^ It seems impossible sometimes that yon shonld 
like ine — do you t Teil me so, that I may believe 
it^ and f eel sure." 

Mr. Templemore was not given to the language 
of protestation or endearment, bat something in 
her look and tone now stirred the very fibres of his 
heart. He answered her question as a man in 
love might answer it when such a question is put 
by a wife young and fondly loved — half in jest, 
half in eamest, yet with uneonscious and involun- 
tary fervour. Dora heard him in silence« The 
Spot was beautif ul, and cool, and lonely, but she 
could not forget that a month before she had seen 
Mr. Templemore there with another woman. The 
birds who sang so sweetly above them had not 
changed their mates^ the young leayes on the trees 
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had not lost their spring beantj, and yet his love 
for that woman was sere and dead, 

^' How will he feel when he knows he was 
cheated into marrying me t" thought Mr. Temple- 
more's wife. Then she remembered her dead 
brother, whom this man, now so dear, had snp- 
planted in his fortune, in Florence Oale's love, 
and lastly, in her own heart ; she remembered John 
Lnan lying upstairs, and raving about her, and 
his mother mad with grief ; and thos surrounded 
with calamities, past or present, or jet to come, 
she feit like the ancient criminals before whom a 
delightful feast was set, because they were to die. 
'* Why shoald I not do like them ?" thought Dora 
— ^^ the past is irrevocable, the f uture is ancertaiQ, 
bat the present is mine. I may be a beggar to- 
morrow, bat I am a qaeen to-day." 

She roused herseif, she compelled herseif to be 
happy and gay, and, above all, she pat by the 
silent «hyness of her asaal manner with Mr. Tem- 
plemore, and she did her best to charm him. The 
task was an easy one. This bright yoang crear 
ture, 80 fall of life and gladness, enchanted him. 
Few men like tame happiness, and most are 
pleased with variety. 
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" I have got a new Dora to-day," he oonld not 
help saying to her — ^^ I have had a silent Dora, a 
shj Dora, a proud Dora, and to-daj I have a bril- 
liant Dora." 

** A proud Dora !'' she repeated — *^ when was I 
proud !" 

" You will not let me give you anything." 

** You have given me a wedding-ring," she re- 
plied, with sudden emotion ; ^^ provided you never 
repent it, I shall bc happy.** 

Bepent it ! — he seemed amused at the thought ; 
but he again reproached her f or her pride. 

^^ Oh I give me anything you please," she said, 
a little carelessly — " diamonds, if you like." 

" Why not !" he asked, a little shortly— " why 
should I not give you a diamond bracelet f " 

Dora looked at him very eamestly. 

"Not a bracelet — give me a cross ; it is an em- 
blem of suffering, and when I feel too happy, it 
will help to subdue me, and remind me of to-day." 

Mr. Templemore smiled, and replied that she 
should have a diamond cross towear around her neck. 

" Yes, I believe I have a pretty neck, and that 
he admires it," thought Dora, with silent despair ; 
^* but what will he care for that to-night t" 
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She could not forget it, and when Mr. Temple- 
xnore rose from the bench, and said it was time to 
go in, she gave a Start of terror. She had but 
one thonght — ^to delay the fatal moment, To 
some extent she succeeded ; she never left his side. 
At first Mr. Templemore did not object to this 
fond Inquisition, bat it was inquisition, and he 
soon feit it, and wondered at it. He wondered, 
too, at Dora's silence ; her fitful spirits were fled^ 
and she looked deeply depressed, 

^^ You are as mute as a bird when the storm is 
Coming on," said Mr. Templemore, who little knew 
bow apt was his simile, '^You are tired. Lie 
down on the sof a." 

They were in her old sitting-room on the ground- 
floor when he spoke thus. 

" Yes, I shall lie down," said Dora, languidly. 
She closed her eyes in order not to be obliged to 
speak. He thought she was sleeping, and soon 
rose to leave her ; bat ere he had reached the door 
she liad started to her feet and stood before him in 
breathless fear. ^^ Do not leave me," she entreated. 
<* I cannot bear it.*' 

Mr. Templemore coald scarcely believe his ears. 
Fear, real fear, was in her whole aspect. It was 
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very nnlike Dora Oourtenay, so proud, so brave^ 
to be thns childishly afraid of solitude. 

"I shall ring for Fanny," he said. 

** No, no, stay with me. I want you." 

She was petniant, wilfnl, and yet fond, and she 
had her way. Mr. Templemore was ashamed and 
yexed to yield. He began to think that he had a 
capricious Dora as well as a charming one ; bat 
her tender and obstinate entreaties prevailed. Mr« 
Templemore chid her, but he did not go ; that re- 
prieve was granted to her. 

**What if I were to teil him myselft" once 
thought Dora, seeing how kind and indulgent he 
was ; but her heart failed her at the thought^— be« 
sides, f aint hope crept into her heart as time passed« 
If John got better her aunt might relent, and she 
might yet be saved. 
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CHAPTER V. 

"IfR. TEMPLEMORE'S sister-in Jaw wanted to 
-*^'"*- speak to him, and Mr, Templemore, it was* 
found, after a quarter of an honr^s search, was 
with his wife in the rooin which had been 
the governess's sitting-room. Bnt Miss Moore 
had good reason for not choosing to speak to him 
there, and she sent a civil message, füll of apolo- 
gies, bat implying plainly her wish for a private 
interview. Dora, who held her hnsband's band, 
as if she had feared he should escape her, was 
obliged to relinquish her hold. She could not go 
with him, she could not bid him staj, she could 
only say : 

" You will soon come back ?" 

" Very soon," he replied, cheerf ully. 

He went, rather pleased at having made his 

escape, for he wished to see John Luan again, and 

he did not want his wife to accompany him and 

encounter that sad sight. ^^Shall I go and see 
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him first f " he thought, as he went up the stair- 
case. ^^ Miss Moore can wait a few minates." So 
instead of entering the drawing-room on his right, 
he tumed towards Mrs. Luan's room on his left. 

Bat scarcely had Mr. Templemore entered the 
sick«room when the door which he had closed opened 
again, and Dora appeared, pale and breathless. She 
had guessed all, and foUowed him. 

" My darling, what brings you here !" he asked^ 
with gentle reproof . " It is a sad, a very sad sight 
for you." 

A lond, appalling fit of laughter from the sick- 
bed confirmed his words. 

^^Mrs. Luau raised her bowed head and looked 
at them. Dora stood near her hasband. His arm 
was passed around her with protecting tenderness ; 
her eyes were raised to his with something beyond 
love in their gaze — something of the worship and 
despair of a lost spirit looking her last of paradise, 
for she thought : '* Now the time has come 1" 

John Luan's mother rose on pereeiving them, 
and Mr. Templemore saw aunt and niece exchange 
a look so Strange that it amazed him. Why did 
Mrs. Luan's eyes gaze so fiercely on his wife, and 
.why did Dora tum so deadly pale as her owii eyes 
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met them 1 He began to understand that some- 
thing which concerned him, but of which he was 
kept Ignorant^ lay hidden ander those silent looks 
— some war, some contest! What could it bet 
Why had Dora followed him t 

^^How is your son, Mrs. Luant" he asked 
gravely. 

" How is he !" she angrily echoed. ** Why do 
you ask f Why do you come ? What brings you 
bothheret Coold you not stay awayt Is it to 
taunt him that you come T Look at them, John, 
look at them I" 

^^ Is that woman mad, as Dora says," thought 
Mr. Templemore, "or what is itf" 

She stood by the bed looking at her son, and 
pointing with a scornful forefinger to Mr. Temple- 
more and his wife. Then tuming upon them with 
sudden f ury, 

<^ Begone !" she said ; ^^ begone, or I will make 
you repent having come near him I" 

Mr. Templemore did not move, and Dora only 
clung closer to him ; bat she looked at her aunt 
with mingled dread and entreaty. 

^^ Ha I I can make you quake, my lady Y* said 
Mrs. Luan| nodding at her pale niece. ^ I gave 
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you a husband, and joa robbed tue of a son in re- 
turn — bat I can make you quake f 

" Aunt — aunt !" implored Dora, 

Mrs. Luan laughed, and John Luan, who had 
been silent awhile, tossed restlesslj in bis bed, and 
laughed with bis mother, 

" You hear bim !" she eried, stamping ber foot 
and looking angrily at Dora; "go, I say! — go 
both of you tbis moment I" 

"Riebard, let us go awayl" entreated Dora; 
*' ob ! let US go away 1" 

But no more tban before did Mr. Templemore 
8tir. He darted piercing looks f rom Mrs. Luan to 
bis wife. There was sometbing — some bidden 
quarrel between tbese two women — a tbreat on 
one band and fear on tbe otber, for be feit Dora 
tremble in every limb. Wbat was it ? — wbat could 
itbe! 

" Dora/' be said, in a low, kind tone, and draw- 
ing ber more closely to bim as be spoke thus, 
bending over ber — ^^ Dora, wbat is it f Trust in 
me. 

Tbe words were like dew from beaven« Sbe 
tbrew ber arms around bis neck. " Oh ! forgive 
me 1" sbe cried ; " forgive me I — ^I could not belp it !" 
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He retorned the caress, and again he sald^ ^' What 
is it? — trust in me." 

Mrs. Luan answered that question. 

" So you could not help it, f orsooth," she said, 
her eyes sparkling with rage. "Are these my 
thanks for making you Mr. Templemore's wifef" 
she added, rolling her head f rom lef t to right, as if 
confounded at Dora's ingratitude. "Are these my 
thanks for parting him from Mrs. Logan, whom 
you so hated I" 

Mr. Templemore, who had listened astounded, 
now Started as if he had been stung. 

" You part me from Mrs. Logan !" he cried, his 
eyes fiashing ; " 'tis f alse ! — ^you dare not 1 — ^you 
could not 1" 

" Yes," replied Mrs. Luan, with a suUen nod, 
" you always scomed me— I was stupid, was 1 1 
But I could make you put by one woman and 
many another, clever man though you were, and 
foolish woman though you thought me." 

The insolence of this boast exasperated Mr. 
Templemore. " I teil you 'tis f alse ! — f alse I " he 
said stemly ; " you never did it I" 

"Did I not, though! Who made Florence 
jealousT 'Twas I, Mr. Templemore. Who gave 
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(something to Eva tbat made her 111, and who told 
you to go to Dora that night whilst Florence was 
watching? 'Twas I. Ask her, ask Florence, ask 
Mrs. Logan, if you do not believe me." 
- Mr. Templemore looked thunderstruck. 

** No, you coold not be so base," he said; "you 
could not be so cruel as to tamper with my child 
f or that object — ^you could not. I had heaped you 
and yours with benefits — ^you could not pay me 
back thus t" 

'^ Benefits ! Yes, you robbed me and John and 
Paul and Dora of my brother^s money, and you 
threw US a hone in retum. And you wanted to 
marry that Florence Gale who jilted Faul. No, 
HO, Mr. Templemore, I said you should marry my 
niece, and you did — ^you did 1" 

Dora, oyerwhelmed with shame and grief, hid 
her buming face in her hands. Mr. Templemore 
could not speak. 

"You thought me stupid," said Mrs. Luan 
again ; " you thought me stupid, eh t" She said 
no more, but sat down again by her son. 

There was a brief silence. A sorrow too keen 
f or anger or Indignation had fallen on Mr. Tem- 
plemore. 
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" Poor Florence I" he said, with a quivering lip ; 
" poor, f oolish Florence !*' 

His troubled eye feil on Bora as he spoke. 
Ferhaps he did not see her, bat that look, so far 
away, so remote, cut her to the heart. She with- 
drew from his side, and he did not detain or call 
her back ; he stood as the blow had Struck him — 
pale, motionless, and, save those words, silent. 
Dora f orgot her own grlef in the sight of his. 

^^ Richard," she said, Coming back to him, and 
her tears flowing, ** f orgive me if 1 cannot set you 
free ! — f orgive me I" Her eyes were raised to 
his, tears were on her cheeks, and her look seemed 
to say, " Oh 1 dare I be happy again t" 

He laid his band on her Shoulder, he looked 
down at her very sorrowf ully, but with retuming 
tendemess, and that sad look seemed to reply : ^'Be 
happy, my darling, be happy T' 

John Luan'smotherstared at them with jealous, 
angry eyes. Her son, whom the happiness of 
these two had brought to death's door, lay on his 
sick-bed, pale, breathless, exhausted with delirium, 
and they stood there happy and fond, braving her 
with the insolence of their love. 

" You little hyprocrite !" she cried, starting to 
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her feet, and shaking her resentf ol hand at Dora, 
^^how dare jou make me do it? How dare yoa, 
and be jilting John all the time ?" 

" 1 1" cried Dora, amazed at the Imputation ; " I 
made you do it ?" 

" Yes— deny it now — do ! " 

" Oh ! Eichard, Eichard/' said Dora, with sud- 
den angnish ; " you will never believe that, will 
your 

*^ Believe that you coold abet this miserable wo- 
man/' he replied, with scorn ; " believe ihatj Dora I" 

^^ And so I am to bear the bürden of the sin, 
and you are toreap the benefit T' cried Mrs. Loan 
enraged — "you who made me do it. I say it 
againT' 

" Feace T said Mr. Templemore, tnming stemly 
npon her. "Bat for your son's sake yoa should 
leave the house this instant. As it is, I forbid 
you f rom this day forth ever to address my wif e 
again." 

"Of course not," answered Mrs. Lnan with 
mach scorn ; ^^ I am too wicked, and she is too 
good. I promised her she should beoome your 
wif ^ and now that I have kept my word I must 
notspeaktomykdy!" 

VOL. m. G 
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Mr. Templemore looked both mdignaot and 
creJulaos. 

^ Don,"* he Said — ^ Dora joining in a plot so 
shamef nl ! — Den abetting joa in entrapping Mcs. 
L^jn ! — Demi bdpiiig to work her own di^raoe ! 
LtfefaJber 

^Tb ttiroe^*^ dorg^iedÜT replied Me& IüHkuu 

TkgOi tssnasA mmsosk wÜk ind^^ioiaSMn and 
dkurae» SHtteklt ker kokslKuiMfs ^fiiJe. SSoe wgoI 
Tcp) t&0) bar auncmS^ dhe IbM Ihhär huni. ^m Mra.. Ijssuls 
'^Bjoi^ tasti. Ikoi^kiisg bar sbeaiÜLlT in ttk^ JEao& ^^^ jyaitfj 

^ Amiiu iw^ <£iar^ Tirai sst ili t — iism v^sse isroa 
:s&vr iiiv ^v^ää: Joä/n Ijiuaii I^^üii^ tilbare^ ?^ 

^,^mf äuw Auw ^TOOi üfiLT ir*'(aniö£ litix. Laoin« 
pliiidhi£ tgtftior &ani£ ^m lAnniri 3&aaaikii^ ;im£ Ibidt- 
iii]£ litt ibar ^iuiL;^ - ^ vüil 1 jtun ^mmias^ t^ tSicst 

gaik.aiiLifiC'Iig» jiumqiku^ buc ^tr ^^iuids itmt»». 

Iwaat tut zna&t wim ^. l!^ii}[>iuqiut^^ >Wl^.^i — 
Iittt^ IL wafr tu 23U2; liim. wii. Ö'lui^iau^ i^t^ib < ITÜfl 
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elther of you question or try to know, or say, * Do 
not do it ?' Not once — not once." 

Mr. Templemore again looked at his wlfe. She 
could not bear that look ; her eyes sank before bis. 

" Sbe can't deny it !" triamphantly exclaimed 
Mrs. Luan. "You know," she added, toming 
pitilessly on Dora, " you know you taxed me with 
it the next morning. * Aunt,' you said, * who did 
this V You knew 'twas I, but you said nothing to 
Mrs. Logan — ^you liked Mr. Templemore. Deny 
that — and also that you hated Florence ?" 

Dora denied nothing. The net that ensnared 
her was drawing so close around her that she feit 
both fettered and tongue-tied. No, she could not 
deny her aunt's predictions, she could not deny 
her love and her hatred, now both turning against 
her with such vengeful power. She had boasted 
of both to him, and both now stood up as impla- 
cable witnesses to condemn her. She feit it, and 
she also feit lost, ruined, and undone. 

Cold drops of Perspiration stood thick on Mr. 
Templemore's brow. Once more he had been 
cheated and betrayed, but this time how fright- 
fully! He had been robbed of the woman he 
loved, and entrapped into marrying another, and 

g2 
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the best feelings of bis nature — ^generosity, pity, 
honour — had been enlisted to work out bis undoing. 
A colder man, or a less generous one, a man of in- 
ferior nature, could never bave tbus saccumbed 
nor fallen into tbis mean trap. He bad been 
duped by tbe contemptible woman before bim, 
and Dora bad been ber tacit accomplice. An in- 
nocent tbougb foolish woman bad been driven 
into tbe madness of jealousy tbat tbis family, 
wbom be bad treated with romantic generosity, 
migbt fasten upon bim for life, and be, tbe rieb 
man, migbt become the poor girl's basband. And 
Dora bad sbared tbe baseness even as sbe bad 
reaped the benefit. 

Sbe had not laid tbe trap ; no-— but sbe bad let 
bim fall into it, and never, by belping band, or 
even by word or sign, tried to save bim. Sbe bad 
done notbing deliberate, bat she bad allowed ano- 
ther to act ; and when all was ready — wben Flo- 
rence and be bad become ber victims, wben pity 
and bonoar bad made bim tarn to her, sbe had 
appeared before bim with tbe pale and troubled 
beanty of a proud and fair martyr— sbe bad en- 
snared bim with her youth and ber bidden love, 
and wakened in bis heart a passion so violent and 
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80 engrossing, that it completed her double tri- 
ampb over Mrs. Logan. Yes, and as these 
thoughts passed through him with the cruel rapid- 
itj of lightning, it stung Mr. Templemore to feel 
that she had robbed Florence of her lover, even 
more than of her husband. He turned upon her, 
wi*ath and grief in bis looks. 

" Madam, speak 1" he said impetuously and im- 
periously. " Do you not hear that you are ac- 
cnsed I — speak, I say 1" 

Thas adjared, Dora looked up. 

«Iaminnocent,"shesaid. 

" Innocent 1" said her aunt ; " yes, you never 
questioned — ^you did not want to know — ^you let 
me do it, and now, like a coward, you want to 
escape the blame. Let Mr. Templemore ask your 
mother if I did not promise that you should marry 
him, that's all." 

Dora saw the angry light that passed through 
Mr. Templemore's eyes as her aunt uttered these 
words ; she looked from him, her judge, to Mrs. 
Luan, her aceuser, 

^^ I am innocent," she said again. 

Mrs. Luan laughed scomf uUy, and Mr. Tem- 
plemore was mute. For a while she too stood 
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silent, then a coldness as that of death seemed to 
fall on her heart. Sbe tarned away and left the 
room without a word. 

Mr. Templemore walked up to Mrs. Luan, and 
seizing her arm, he looked down in her face, and 
Said sternly, 

" What was your motive I" 

His lock, his tone, alike mastered her. 

" I did not want her to marry John f " she an- 
swered. 

He smiled bitterly. He had beeu sacrifieed that 
John might be safe. 

"And what was her motive?" he asked again. 

" Yon know it," sulkily repüed Mrs. Luan ; 
" she liked you." 

Yes, some men are betrayed for their money, 
but Mr. Templemore had been cheated oat of his 
liberty for love. For love 1 He bit his lip tili it 
bled, and he grasped Mrs. Luan's arm so tightly 
that she said with some anger, 

" Let me go ; yon hurt me. Why do you put it 
all upon me ? Mrs. Conrtenay was always talking 
about it, and Dora was fretting to have you. I 
did you no wrong, after all — ^you liked Dora, you 
know you did." 
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'* I liked her ! you dare to teil me that. I liked 
your niece whilst I was pledged to Mrs. Logan." 

"Never mind, you like her now/' was Mrs. 
Luan's ironical reply. 

*^ I Hke her now t" 

" Yes, and let me go — ^I say you hurt me ." 

" Let you go !*' he replied, dropping her arm 
with a look of the deepest contempt. "Mrs. 
Luan, I leave the house to-day — let me not find 
you here, or your son, or your sister, when I come 
back." 

" And Dora," defiantly asked Mrs. Luan, " are 
you going to turn out Doraf — ^you can't, you know 
— she is your wife." 

" She may rue it yet," he said, his eyes flashing 
with anger, " but she shall stay here, of course ; as 
for you, Mrs. Luan — do not trust to my f orbear- 
ance for your son — ^leave soon — leave quickly." 

He left the room as he uttered the words. As 
he closed the door he met Mrs. Oourtenay: With- 
out a word of preface or courteous greeting, with 
a sternness which she had never seen in him, he 
stopped her and said, 

" Mrs. Oourtenay, is it true that when I brought 
you to this house, with your sister-in-law and Dora, 
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you contemplated that I shoald marry yoar daugh- 
terr 

Mrs. Oourtenay knew nothing, but Mr. Tem- 
plemore's manner and looks f rightened her. 

" Oh ! Mr. Templemore," she implored, " do not 
be angry with poor Dora, do not." 

" Oh 1 1 am not angry — not at all, Mrs. Cour- 
tenay, I only want to know if Mrs. Luan did 
really, as she teils me, promise Dora that she should 
become my wife." 

" She did/' eagerly replied Mrs. Oourtenay, by 
no means loth to throw all the blame on her sister- 
in-law, ^^ she did, as soon as she found out you were 
Mr. Templemore." 

** Oh 1 of course not before," ironically replied 
Mr. Templemore; " and your daughter, Mrs. Oour- 
tenay, she raised no objeetion ?** 

" Mr. Templemore, she liked you." 

^ Ah I to be sure ; an excellent reason. Thank 
you for your candour, Mrs, Oourtenay," he added 
sarcastically. 

He tumed away^ but bis mother-in-law foUowed 
him anxiously. 

" Then you are not angry with Dora ?" she said. 

"Oh I not at all," replied Mr. Templemore, "I 
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am too happy to have your daughter on any 
terms!" 

The words were very bitter, if Mrs. Oourtenay 
had but understood them rightly, but the mood in 
which they were spoken was far more bitter still. 
Love^ tendemess^ passion, everything that had 
once made Dora dear, seemed to bave vanished in 
the hnmiliation of his betrayal. To be duped^ to 
be dfeceived, to be made a tool and a jest of — ^such 
had been Mr. Templemore's lot. 
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OHAPTER VI- 

" IVT^SS MOORE is very anxious to speak to 

""-^ you, sir," said Fanny, meeting her master. 

" Very well/' he repHed, with bitter impatience, 
and, retracing bis Steps, he went back to the draw- 
ing-room. 

Miss Moore was not alone. A lady stood in the 
middle of the room, attired in a travelling dress, 
with a shawl on her arm, and looking as if she 
were going to step that moment into a railway 
carriage. And that lady was Mrs. Logan. She 
laughed at Mr. Templemore's amazed look, and 
curtsied to bim with mock politeness. 

^^ Oh ! bat I mast see Mrs. Luan too," she said, 
nodding ironically. ^^ I am not af raid of her now, 
though I was so silly as to think her mad, yoa 
know. I must see her with you, Mr. Templemore." 

" Never !" he answered angrily. " Mrs. Luan 
leaves this house to-day, and never will I address 
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her, or willingly remain five seconds in the same 
room with her/* 

Miss Moore clasped her hands and said pitif ully, 
** I knew it could not end well;" whilst Mrs. Logan 
exclaimed scomf ully, ^' Poor Mrs. Laan I is it so 
soon over t " 

Mr. Templemore looked angrily at these two 
women. His blood was boiling within him, and 
seeing Florence fresh as a rose, and taunting him 
so lightly with his lost liberty, he f orgot her wrong, 
and only remembered that her folly had abetted 
Mrs. Laan's cunning, and helped to his undoing. 

"Dear me, Mr. Templemore, how odd you do 
lookl" ironically said Florence. "Well, I shall 
not trouble you long. I owe you an answer to a 
question, and I come to give it. I have been 
waiting for your return this fortnight. I would 
not write — letters get opened by the wrong people, 
and not delivered sometimes to the right person. I 
am getting shrewd and clever, you see. Well, I 
must not miss the train, so you will excuse me if 
I come to the point. You wanted to know, when 
I last had the pleasure of meeting you, through 
whose agency I had entered this house and sur- 
prised you with Miss Gourtenay on the night of 
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the Storni. You were kind enough to suppose 
that I bribed the servants. AIIow me now to teil 
you that the person who admitted me, who reeeived, 
and guided, and helped me, was your wife's aunt. 
To her, Mr. Templemore, you thus owe your present 
happiness, and I am not so cruel or so unjust as to 
roh that good and kind Mrs.Luan of your gratitude." 

" Yes, Mrs. Logan/' replied Mr. Templemore, 
with emphatic bitterness, ^^ you feil into a trap, and 
now that you see it, it is too late." 

" I can't help it," she said, desperately. " You 
might as well teil a bird not to be caught as teil 
me not to be deceived. Besides, why did you let 
them deceive you, Mr. Templemore ?" 

His colour deepened, his dark eyes flashed, he 
bit his lip to check the angty words that might 
have come up as she put the taunting question. 
Ay, he too had been snared by the net of the 
fowler, and its meshes were woven thick around 
him. Adieu to a noble life, adieu to liberty, ay, 
and almost adieu to honour ! Never more should 
his footsteps be free, never more should he know 
the happy solitude of his own thoughts ; he was 
tied, tili death should part them, to that girl who, 
ipnocent or guilty, had stepped in between him and 
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all bis desires. What though she had wakened in 
him the foUy of a moment ? Was he the man to 
go on loving a woman for the soft shy look of her 
eyes and the pretty turn of her neck f She loved 
him^ perhaps — she had said so, at least^ and he re- 
membered her f ond conf ession with a sort of f ory 
— ^but had she entrapped him becaose of that love t 
Had he given her a double triamph over him? 
That of first deceiving bis judgment, then of con- 
quering bis proud heart t 

" Yes," he said, " you are right, Mrs. Logan — ^I, 
too, have been cheated, and where is our remedy ?" 
he added, the veins in bis forehead swelling with 
anger, as he feit both bis wrong and bis powerless- 
ness to avenge it. *^ Where is our remedy ? We 
have been deceived and betrayed. Mrs. Luan was 
the arbitress of our f ate, thoagh we knew it not, 
and we must bow to her decrees.** 

"Yes, it was Mrs. Luan's doing, but it was 
Dora Courtena/s too," cried Mrs. Logan, with her 
old jealoos anger. ^^ She planned it, and she did 
it, Mr. Templemore." 

He tomed pale as death, and moved away from 
her side; and when he came back he looked at 
her and Miss Moore, and said, 



94 DOBA« 

" Do not say it — do not believe it, Mrs, Logan* 
She is my wife. You made her such, remember 
that, and also that her honour and mine are one.^ 

"You want me to be silent," she cried. **I 
will not — I will not, Mr. Templemore. The world 
shall know, and the world shall judge between her 
and me." 

"Do as you please. You will find my wife 
guarded by something to which the world, scepti- 
cal though it may be, ever adds faith — the respect 
of her husband/' 

" Your wife T repeated Mrs« Logan, turning 
pale at something in the tone with which he utter- 
ed the word " wife/' " Yes, I know she is your 
wife, Mr. Templemore, and you are newly mar- 
ried, too, and, of course, your honeymoon not be- 
ing over ^" 

She ceased and looked at him. The blood had 
rushed up to his very brows — ^his very heart was 
thrilled at the remembrance of his lost happiness. 
He could not help it. A passion, even though it 
be but two weeks old, cannot be conquered at 
once in a man's heart; and as Florence spoke, 
there came back to him, not the remembrance of 
the love which had bound them — ^not the resent- 
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ment of the fraud by which thej had been divided^ 
but fervid and sudden^ like the glimpse of a warm 
Summer landscape, the memory of those two im- 
passioned weeks which he had given to another 
woman. Florence stood before him, beaatifui, 
angry, and jealous, and he saw Dora, pale, be- 
seeching, and sorrowful — Dora, with love in her 
upraised eyes and her parted lips. He saw her, 
do what he would ; but with angry wonder he also 
asked himself what bronght her image before 
him then, why days had been strenger than years, 
and why he thought of the girl who had ensnared 
him, whilst he looked at the chosen one of his heart t 

" She is not innocent !" cried Mrs. Logan, 
breaking off from sarcasm into impetuous aceusa- 
tion. " Did I not say to her, ^ Teil me how it 
happened — explain it, Dora, and I will believe 
you,' and did she not turn away without a word — 
without a wordi I teil you, Mr. Templemore, 
that she plotted to marry you from the moment 
she entered your house." 

" She did not," he said, suUenly. 

" Then why did she marry you ?" 

^^ She had her fair name to redeem, thanks to 
you," 
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" Ay, she risked much, but she won — she won, 
and I lost ; but it is not all gain to her, Mr. Tem- 
plemore. The world will have something to say 
to her yet." 

" Then the world will lie 1 " cried Mr. Temple- 
more, bis dark cheek crimsoning, and bis voice 
trembling witb passion as the pure and pale image 
of bis young wife seemed to rise before bim. In 
all bis misery it was something to know that — so 
far, at least, she was innocent. Of that know- 
ledge nothing and no one could rob bim. Mrs. 
Logan looked at bim, then clasped her bands in 
indignant amazemeut. 

" Mr. Templemore," she said, " were you Mrs. 
Luan's accomplice, and was all this a plot to make 
me break my engagement, and set you free t" 

He gazed at her more in sorrow than in anger. 
She was unebanged, after all. She read the 
meaning of bis cold, grave looks, but she would 
persist in this new outrageous fancy. 

^^ I know wbat you tbink/' she said, speaking 
very fast — " you tbink she js the same silly crea- 
ture she ever was ; but I am not so foolish as you 
imagine me to be, Mr. Templemore, and I say 
that you always liked her — always, Mr. Temple- 
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more — and that, if she had been a piain girl, you 
would not have married her from honour/' 

" If Dora Oourtenay had been a piain girl, you 
would never have suspected her, Mrs. Logan." 

'^ Yes, yes, I know ; but teil me, if you can, * I 
did not marry her f or love ' — ^just teil me that, if 
you can, Mr. Templemore." 

" I decline your right to put such a question," 
he coldly answered ; " you broke our engagement, 
Mrs. Logan." 

She sank down on a chair, and burst into tears. 
Mr. Templemore stood by her side, and as he be- 
held her sorrow, he looked around him with min- 
gled grief and shame — the shame which a noble 
heart feels at its own frailty. That room, those 
pictures, those familiär objects, all seemed to up- 
braid him with infidelity. Here he had been 
calmly, purely blest. Here gentle love, not fever- 
ish passion, had held him in tender bonds. Here 
an innocent, though not brilliant woman, had 
loved him — here it had been sweet to sit with her 
day after day, f orestalling the peace of marriage, 
and not taking into marriage the troubled joy of 
unwedded love. 

Florence wept on as if her heart would break, 

VOL. ni. H 
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bat dull and heavy feit Mr. Templemore's heart. 
He did not love her — he did not love his wife — 
he loved no woman then. Twice love had cost 
bim so dear, that now he feit as if he were too 
poor ever to buy it back again. The tears of Flo- 
rence pained him, but so would those of Eva if 
they had had the same bitter cause to flow. With 
a sort of wonder at his own coldness, he remem- 
bered how dear this wronged woman had once 
been, and now he could gaze on her as if f rom a 
remote shore. His love was dead, and dead, too, 
feit that other love which had suddenly flowed 
between them, and wrought in a few weeks the 
work of time. 

^^ I must go now/' said Mrs. Logan, rising as she 
spoke. 

Even as she said it, the door opened, and Dora 
entered the room. Miss Moore looked scared, 
Florence defiaut, and Mr. Templemore turned 
crimson. Dora looked at them quietly. What- 
ever she might feel, no token of it appeared on 
her pale face. No wonder, no anger, no jealous 
indignation were to be read there. 

" 1 heg your pardon, Richard," she said, with a 
proud and tranquil smile ; ^^ 1 did not know you 
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were engaged." And, bowing to Mrs. Logan, she 
passed on. Slowly and leisurely she crossed the long 
drawing-room, leaving it by another door than that 
through which she had entered. Mr. Templemore 
could not help looking after her. She might be an 
adventuress and a schemer, but she would never, if 
jealous, have betrayed that jealousy by watching 
her lover ; she would never have come to that lost 
lover's house and humbled her pride so far as to 
reproach him, or to accuse her more fortunate 
rival. Yes, she still had, even in her humiliation, 
that cold eharm 'which reserve and pride give a 
woman, and which allures man far more than the 
fondest seduction. Florence feit stung, for she 
saw that look, and half read it. Dora's sun might 
be under a cloud just then ; but a wife's day is a 
long one, and in how calm, how cold a voice she 
had called him " Richard." 

" I beg your pardon 1" exclairaed Florence, bit- 
terly ; " I came to enlighten you, but find you en- 
lightened. I might have spared myself the trouble 
of Coming ; but you see, being silly and foolish 
as ever, 1 thought I had but to speak to confound 
Mrs. Luan and justify myself, eyen though it was 
too late." 

h2 
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Mr. Templemore could not help feeling a pity 
both tender and deep for this beautifa) but veiy 
foolish creature as she spoke thas. Sbe had no 
judgment, uo pride, no dignity, no generosity even, 
but she had been shamefally wronged, and it stung 
hini that he, Yrho had once so loved her, shonld 
have been niade the instrament of that wrong. 
Dora would never have acted thas. Bat sarely 
her very folly oaght, like a child's, to have made 
Florence sacred to generous hearts, for how coald 
a creatare so frivolous resist even the most trans- 
parent artifice, or save herseif from perfidy ? There 
was Indignation, there was sorrow and emotion in 
Mr. Templemore's voice as he now said to her, 

" Good'bye, Florence — God bless yon ! We are 
Cousins ; we have been friends, and we were to 
have been more. Let not the basenes9 which 
parted us so prevail as to break the old tie. Yoa 
have no brother to protect you, no near relative to 
befriend yoa, but remember that you have me.'* 

Mrs. Logan did not answer, bat her coloar deep- 
ened, and as she stood with her band clasped in bis, 
she thoaght, lo<^ng at the floor, ^^ Ah I if Dora 
were to die — but she is sure to live. Good-bye, 
Miss Moore/^ she added aload. 
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Miss Moore, who had prudently kept her hand- 
kerchief to her eyes, sobbed a good-bye, which 
darkened Mr. Templemore's face. How he hated 
all this ! How bitterly he feit his lost privacy ! 
He Said not a word to detain Florence. He went 
down with her and accompanied her to the gate, 
where a carriage was waiting. She entered it, he 
saw it drive away, then he walked down the sun- 
bumt, dusty road, brooding over his odioas, in- 
tolerable wrong. He had been cheated to save 
John Luan from a poor marriage — also for his 
money. Such things take place in life daily ; Mr. 
Templemore had often seen them, and looked on 
with mingled scom and pity for the victim. And 
now the case was his. These three women had 
ensnared him as only women can ensnare man, 
with the subtle arts which nature has given their 
sex as the compensation for weakness. Mr. Tem- 
plemore had a credulous, generous nature, loath to 
suspect ; a nature which made him liable to deceit, 
and he knew it, and could laugh at it once the first 
vexation of discovery was over. But he had never 
thought the deceit would take this aspect, or that 
the deceiver could wear Dora Courtenay's face. 
The anguish of that thought overpowered his for- 
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titade, and conquered even wrath. His whole 
flesh quivered with the pain, and he stood still, 
mastered by grief, and unable to go on. When 
he looked aronnd him, Mr. Templemore fonnd that, 
led bv habit, a more faithful guide than love, his 
Steps had brought him to Mrs. Logan's door. 

Again the house was closed and silent. Flo- 
rence was really gone this time— she was gone, 
after having made Dora's gailt deeper and 
plainer. She was gone, and never, unless in some 
great crisis, must Dora's husband cross that once 
f riendly threshold, or enter those once-loved rooms, 
now haunted with the spectre of the past. With 
eold and gloomy eyes he looked at that silent 
dwelUng. If Florence could have seen him then, 
she would have known it was not her loss that had 
bronght that dark meaning to his face; if she 
could have read his heart she would have feit 
more jealous of his grief than she had feit of his 
brief happiness. 

Dora had said it truly — his love for her was 
man's passion for youth and that beauty which his 
eyes see in a loved woman ; but a noble natnre is 
the alchemy which transmutes the baser metal 
into pure gold ; and Mr. Templemore's love for 
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bis yonng wife could not live on the fleeting 
charms which had subdued him. He wanted to 
revere, he wanted to tnist ; and now that he could 
do neither, his love feit expiring — bat in what 
throes — in what agonies! He roosed himself 
from that mood, both passionate and bitter — he 
walked back to Les Koches. He had thought 
enough over bis wrong. It was clear, it was cer- 
tain, it was irremediable. 

" Now I must See my wife," he thought. 

His wife ! Oh ! bitter, insupportable thonght I 
She was his wife. It was the fondest name she 
had heard from him — the most tender he had 
found it possible to give her, and now it sounded 
so dreary, so ominous, so fatal ! 
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CHAPTER VII. 

TTTHEN Dora left John Laan's room slie tried 
* ' to think, bat she could not. She went 
down to the garden, and Walking along one of its 
gravel paths, she bade herseif be calm — and calm- 
ness woald not come at her bidding. Her misery 
was so new that she could not believe in it yet — 
not at least with that settled belief which we give 
to great and undoubted calamities. It flowed 
upon her like a torrent, stunuing and overwhelm- 
ing her, ere it carried her away down to the dark 
deep waters whence there was no retuming. For 
if Mr. Templemore believed her guilty, she could 
See no escape from her grief — nay, she would ac- 
cept of none. He could not more detest the pro- 
faned tie that would bind them than she would. 
If love be not reverence and honour, it is nothing 
to the pure and the proud. But could she have 
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lost his esteem ? Was it possible ? No, he was 
staggered and deeply hurt, and perhaps even he 
could love her no more, so great was his sense of 
his wrong — but how coald he doubt her ? It was 
a sweet and avenging thought, that though no 
longer adored, she mast be honoored. Let love 
be lost — there are many such bitter wrecks in lifo 
— but let her innocence be confessed. 

" His liking will go back to Florence," thought 
Dora, and tears rushed to her eyes^ and her heart 
swelled ; " but he must do me justice. There will 
be a great darkness between us — ^it may last years 
— but light will return, as morning follows night ; 
and though age should have come and youth fled 
in the meanwhile, his love shall be welcome were 
it but for the sake of the two happy weeks he has 
given me. But he must do me justice — oh I he 
must 1" 

She turned back towards the house. She 
wanted to see him — to speak to him that moment. 
She feit upon her a flow of proud and tender 
eloquence — of words that would come from her 
heart, and must needs reach his. She asked 
where he was. In the drawing-room, said Fanny ; 
but she did not add that Florence was with him. 
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The blow feil füll upon Dora when she saw these 
two ; and calm though she looked, her heart was 
bitter to overSowing when she left them. He was 
with Mrs. Logan ! If she could have avoided one 
enemy, she could not, it seems, escape the other. 
If her aunt had not spoken, Florence would. She 
went up to her own room — it was vacant. The 
snn shone in through the open window, and the 
breeze fluttered the muslin curtains ; but no fond 
hnsband sat in the arm-chair waiting for his wife's 
retum ! He was below with Mrs. Logan ! 

^' I must dress for dinner," thoaght Dora with 
a sigh. 

She shook out her long hair, and began combing 
it slowly. A gleam of sunshine feil on the glowing 
tresses and tumed them into gold, and Dora re- 
membered how one moming, at Deenah, her hus- 
band, Coming in upon her and finding her thus, 
had admired that beautif ul hair, and lifting it up 
with a caressing band, had said it was matchless. 

" He loved me then I" thought Dora. " Yes, he 
loved me then !" 

And was all that over ? She could not believe 
it. It is so hard to fall asleep a qneen, and waken 
a beggar. She hoped, but that hope died as the 
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door opened and Mr. Teraplemore entered the 
room. With her two hands she parted her long 
hair, put it back from her face, and looking at him 
calmly, she said, 

" How ill you look, Eichard I What ails you t " 

She could put the question. 

" Something does ail me," he replied, " some- 
thing which I need not teil you, Dora." 

" You have seen Mrs. Logan," she said, wilfully 
misunderstanding him, " but I am not jealous." 

She Said it, and she looked it so thoroughly that 
he feit strong. 

" Mrs. Logan told me nothing I did not know," 
he Said very coldly. 

*' And what do you know ?" asked Dora, with a 
proud, sad smile. 

" I have no wish to enter on that subject," he 
replied ; " I do not wish to wound, or offend, or 
even seem to accuse you, Dora." 

" Accuse me /— of what, Mr. Templemore." 

" Of nothing. I teil you I do not wish it. You 
are my wife — I do not forget it !" 

She clasped her hands and looked at him. Was 
this her fond, impassioned husband ? Was this 
the man who for two weeks at least had adored 
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her? She was his wife, and he did not forget it. 
That was the end. She had been the toy, the 
pleasare of an hour, the sultana of a day, but he 
was no Eastern depot, he was a Christian gentle- 
man ; and there was the law, too, and she was his 
wife, and he did not forget it. 

" God help me I" was all she said, or could say. 

He looked at her. He had denied her guilt to 
Florence; but in his heart he believed it. He 
believed that she had been her aant's tacit accom- 
plice, and that she had betrayed him, perhaps for 
aaibition, perhaps for love. Whichever it was, he 
feit her prey and her victim. It was not in Mr. 
Templemore's nature to think that, and not resent 
it. He almost hated her just then, not merely for 
the fraud which she had abetted, but because she 
had shaken the very foundation of faith within 
him. If she was f alse — who was true I But bitter 
though his resentment was, he was master of him- 
self now, and he scorned to betray it ; the magna- 
nimity of his nature revolted at the thought of 
crushing that humbled woman, and there was pity 
in his tone — a pity which stung his wife, as he 
Said, 

^^ Dora, this is a severe trial, let us go through 
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it as wisely as we can — we have a whole lifetime 
before us. Let us he patient !" 

" I would give my lif e to set yoü free," she replied 
in a low tone, " I would give my life, Mr. Tem- 
plemore, that the last three weeks had neverbeen!" 

No other word of deprecation or regret passed 
her Ups. Mr. Templemore saw no signs of genuine 
sorrow or repentance in his wif e ; nothing but pride 
and sin — defiant, though conquered and revealed. 

" Dora," he said again, " this is a cruel trial ; 
perhaps we could not pass through it safely if I 
were to remain here. I do not wish the wrong I 
have suffered to make me forget the relation in 
which we stand to eaeh other. Therefore I shall 
go away for a time. When I retuni we shaJl both 
have learned to be silent on a subject which must 
never be mentioned between us." 

He spoke very coldly, " When I return ! " No 
gleam of joy shone in his eyes, but duU and heavy 
remained his look, as the words were uttered. He 
bore his bürden as patiently as he could^ but it 
was a bürden, and in his heart he hated it. Again 
&he clasped her despairing hands; she raised her 
eyes to heaven in wondering appeal at his injustice 
and her misery. 
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"I am not jealous," she said, "but there are 
wrongs beyond endarance, and this is one. You 
married me two weeks ago, and now my presence 
is irksome to you, and you go. I am not jealous, 
but if you had married Florence, would you treat 
her so ?" 

" If I had married her," he stemly replied, his 
cheek flushing with anger, ^' I should not at least 
have been cheated into it." 

Dora feit tried,judged,and condemned,everything 
which a human being can feel in the way of con- 
demnation, as he said this. Duty would bring him 
back to her, but love was over. She had no hope 
to win that back, bnt she made a desperate effort 
to save her honour. 

" Mr. Templemore," she said, " your wrong is 
great ; but so is mine. I am a proud woman ! 
Then imagine if you can my shame and my humi- 
liation. Your gifts, your caresses, your tender- 
ness can only sting me, now that I know treachery 
and fraud made them mine. I have said it al- 
ready; I say it again — I would gladly die to give 
you back your liberty." 

Her pale face was very fine ; there was a üght 
in her eyes, and a proud smile on her lips^ which 
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went to her husband's very heart. The embers of 
love were there still, and it would have taken very 
little — ^a f ew caresses, a f ew f ond words — to kindle 
the old flame anew, and subdue him. But Dora 
was a proud woman, as she said — one whom sus- 
picion wronged, and she could not do that. Not 
to secure an etemity of love could she now have 
thrown her arms around the neck of the man on 
whom she had been forced, and who so plainly 
thoaght her an accomplice in the fraud. Some 
questions are not questions of will merely, but also 
of power, and the power to do that was wanting. 
Her coldness was fatal to her cause. Mr. Tem- 
plemore could reconcile all she said with guilt, 
and though the thought of that guilt wrung and 
tortured him, he could not dismiss it. Had not 
her aunt declared it? — had not her mother be- 
trayed it ? — had not Florence asserted it ? and did 
not his own judgment confirm it I Was it possi- 
ble that such a plot could be carried on uuder her 
eyes for her benefit, and that, though warned 
from the beginning, she should never suspect it ? 
Oh I that he could believe her to be so simple and 
so guileless ! But he could not, and his agony 
spoke in the very tones of his voice as he said. 
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"Oh! Dora, Dora, how conld yon allow it? — how 
conld you die so to your better seif f I had such 
faith in yon ! If there was a being whom I re- 
spected, it was yon ; yon seemed to me so pnre, 
so stainless. I conld have placed my hononr in 
yonr keeping, and placed it blipdfold. And oh ! 
that you shonld have come to thisl Wonld to 
heaven that all eise had perished, and that I stood 
a mined and penniless man, with Eva and you, so 
I still had that innocent wife, whom I looked at 
sleeping this moming !" 

She conld not bear this. Her pride melted be- 
fore the sight of his grief . Looking np to Heaven, 
she Said, passionately, " I am innocent ! — oh ! be- 
lieve that I am innocent ! — only believe that, and 
love her, if you like. Look at me, Mr. Temple- 
more, and believe that I am innocent." 

He looked at her as she asked, but he only read 
love and despair in her face ; he did not see inno- 
cence there, bnt with a deep, sad sigh, he made 
one desperate effort for belief. 

" Dora," he said, " I do not wish to wonnd or 
offend yon, bnt teil me this : Is it tme that when 
yon came here for the first time, Mrs. Luan pro- 
mised that you shonld become my wife ?" 
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Dora feit the blow, but she replied, calmly, 

" She predicted — she did not promise it." 

Her Ups quivered as she uttered the words. He 
pitied her^ and made no comment upon them. 

" Is it true," he continued, " that when Florence 
asked you what had taken me to you that night, 
you ref used to reply t" 

^^ It is true/' she answered^ and she smiled ra* 
ther proudly. 

There was a pause, then he said, gently, 

" Good-bye, Dora." 

As he uttered the word, the smile passed from 
her face, as sunshine passes from the sky. Her 
eyes darkened in the intensity of their gaze ; her 
lips turned white, and her features grew rigid as 
stone or death. From head to foot she shook like 

« 

an aspen leaf in a streng wind, but she looked 
bravely in his face. The storm that might rend 
her asunder should not, at least, conquer her. 

"Then you are going?" she said — "on such 
testimony you condemn me I I am a schemer 
and a plotter in your eyes — ^a woman who will do 
anything to win a husbandl Did I ever seek 
you, Mr. Templemore t — ^was I forward or allnr- 
ingr 

voii. m. I 
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*^ No," he Said, with sudden energy. ^ If ever 
a girl was free from that vice, yoa were. If ever 
I saw modesty in woman, it was in yoo." 

*^ That mach justice yoa do me," she said, and 
her lip qaivered a little as she spoke ; ^ bat per- 
ba|>s yoa think me mercenary — perhaps yoa think 
that, being a poor girl, I mast needs covet being 
a rieh man's wife, Mr. Templemore t Mr. Tem- 
plemore," she said, the tears rashing to her eyes, 
and her voice broken by the weeping she coald 
not check, ^^ I know a poor girl who met a poor 
man, or one who seemed such, and who liked him 
though he looked a man of broken fortunes. I 
know a poor girl who thought that, if he liked her 
too, it would be pleasant to lead a lifo of teil and 
poyerty with him, and whose heart ached sorely 
on the day that proved him wealthy. That 

girl ^" She could not go on ; she buried her 

face in her hands, and when she looked up, she 
was in her husband's arms, and his eyes were dim. 
^' No, you must not kiss me," she said, turning 
her head away ; '^ I will not be caressed if I can- 
not be loved, and I will not be loved if I am not 
honoured. I am a proud woman, Mr. Temple- 
more, and I warned you not to take me. I did 
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not want to marry you — it frightened me — I ran 
away from you, and you followed, and persuaded 
me, and now I am your wife. If heaven and 
earth were to teil me that you had broken your 
honour, would I believe them T Then, as I trust 
youy so must you trust me — so must you tbink me 
incapable of a falsehood, implied or spoken. 
You must trust me even tbough every yoice sbould 
condemn me — do you I" 

She turned upon him snddenly, with a flusb on 
her cbeek and a light in her eyes, that made him 
feel both dazzied and bewitched. He had never 
loved her more than at that moment. He could 
not resist her — he feit subdued and won over. 
With tears and caresses he said he loved her — 
that he believed in her ; in her his wife dear, 
bonoured, and beloved. 

" And you will not go f " said Dora, smiling 
through her tears. 

Go ! he had forgotten all about going — all about 
doubt and estrangement. He was her lover once 
more — her fond, enamoured lover, and what could 
part them f But there are many jealous recesses 
in a woman's heart. This sudden return of ten- 
derness was not what Dorn wanted — for this, per- 

i2 
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haps, she had never lost. She gently moved away 
from Mr. Templemore's side; she put her two 
hands on his Shoulders, and looked up in his face« 
Never had he seen that piercing glance in her soft 
bright eyes. 

"Mr. Templemore," she said, "give me your 
Word of honour that there is not a doubt left on 
your mind against me." 

Honour I there is something strangely solemn 
in the word. It is more than a mere appeal to 
truth, and sacred though that be, it is more than 
truth. Honour 1 it is the pure stream from which 
some of our neblest virtues spring — it is the grace 
of manhood. It is what neither man nor woman 
can suUy or taint in vain. We can sin, repent, 
and be f orgiven ; but, upon earth, at least, a lost 
honour can never be restored. Mr. Templemore 
would have given anything to be able to comply 
with his wife's request. Some of the words she 
had spoken had stirred the very depths of his 
heart. He would have given her anything — done 
anything to please her but this. And this he could 
not — he could not. He could not give her his 
Word of honour that no shadow of doubt remained 
on his mind against her. 
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" Dora," he said, " is not all this over ?'* 

" Yes," she repHed vaguely ; " it is ." 

She had seen and read his troubled face, and 
she could read, too, the very tones of his voice, so 
fond, and yet so hesitating. 

" Dora," he said, " have pity on me, I believe 
in you ; I know you are innocent and good." 

"But you cannot give meyourwordof honour!" 
she said. 

He took a few tums in the room. He feit 
dreadfully agitated. 

" Have pity on me," he said again, Coming back 
to her. " You would despise me if I could utter 
the shadow of a lie to please you." 

" Yes, I should," she replied calmly. She did 
not reproach him — she did not even look at him; 
but Mr. Templemore feit that a wall of ice had 
risen between him and his wife. He could better 
forgive the sin than she could forgive the doubt. 

He looked at her very moodily. 

" I See I must go after all," he said bitterly. 

" I suppose so," she replied apathetically. 

" I shall soon return," he continued, looking at 
her ; but she did not answer. 

And so they must part I These two, who had 
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bnt a while back had beeu clasped in so fond an 
embrace^ must part. One had split on the rock 
of pride^ and the other was lost in shoals of doubt, 
and the waves of life must, for a time, at least, 
flow between them. The bond of love was strong 
still — strong and fervent ; but the nobler bond of 
faith was broken. 

" Yes, I must go," he said desperately ; " it is 
best." 

Dora had not believed she could suffer so much. 
She had been married two weeks — not three — and 
he left her either because her presence was an in- 
fliction he could not bear, or because the convic- 
tion of her guilt was one he could not conquer. 
All wish of justification died within her. She feit 
tumed to stone. He might go, he might stay ; 
not another protest of innocence could now pass 
her lips. 

" Good-bye," he said again, and he kissed her ; 
alas I how coldly now, and he left her. 

*' He will go soon," she thought ; and having 
locked herseif in, she went to the window, and 
stood there waiting. She looked down the road. 
How often had she watched for his return when 
he had no thought of her I She remembered how 



DOBA. 119 

he and Florence had once entered the house to- 
gether. She remembered how her laugbing face 
was raised to bis, and bow tbeir two sanlit fignres 
dazzied ber with tbeir brigbtness. Tbe jealous 
tbrill tbat sbot througb ber as she looked at tbem, 
tbe flusb of pain wbich rose to Ker face as she 
turned away from tbe sigbt, and Eva's wondering, 
" Ob ! bow red you are, Cousin Dora !" She re- 
membered tbem every one^ and tbinking of all she 
had suffered for tbe sake of tbat man, and bow 
she was requited, sbe passionately wisbed tbat she 
had never been born. 

No one came near ber. Solitary was her bitter 
bour. Its keenest pang was soon over. Sbe beard 
tbe carriage-wbeels grinding on tbe gravel, sbe 
saw it going down tbe steep road. Sbe sank on 
ber knees and looked at it tbrongb blinding tears, 
and wben it had vanished sbe remained tbere still 
weeping, bow long sbe knew not. 

Wben Dora rose, at lengtb, ber heart feit 
changed witbin ber — a bitterness, a resentment 
were tbere wbich even bis accusation had not 
wakened. "Deserted," she thought, "betrayed, 
wronged, and cast away at tbe end of two weeks !" 
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TT was thus Mrs. Luau kept her promise.of 

-*■ making Dora Mr. Templemore's wife; bat 
her boon had been fatal — like that of the evil spirit 
in the legend^ it had tamed into calamity, and only 
led to the deepest woe. Mr. Templemore was 
gone ; he had left his wife. Whether in doubt or 
in weariness^ in coldness of heart or in aversion, 
f or howsoever short or how long a time, he had 
left her. It was best, no doubt^ not to pass from 
such *fervid äff ection to the desolation of coldness 
and doubt ; it was best^ but, oh I how dreary I 

" And Miss Moore and Eva are gone too, and 
they have taken away Fido," indignantly exclaimed 
Mrs. Courtenay. 

Dora smiled bitterly, The dog too 1 And the 
child had not so mach as bid her good-bye. She 
was an outcast in her husband's house. But she 
did not complain. She feit wrecked on a shore 
which no joy could reach^ and no murmur passed 
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her lips. It was so useless to repine. " I suppose 
it is all right, after all," thought Mrs. Courtenay, 
seeing her so calm ;^ and when thej met that even- 
ing in the garden, whither Dora had wandered to 
seek that peace which came not, Mrs. Gourtena/s 
mind was füll of another theme. 

"Dora," she said, mysteriously, "I met Mrs. 
Luan here awhile back. What ails hert How 
came she to leave John t" 

"I don't know," apathetically replied Dora. 
" What should ail her f " 

" Why did she creep along that avenue, Dora? 
And, when she saw me, why did she smile, and 
look as cunning as a fox ?" 

Dora put her hand on her mother^s arm and 
looked at her. Each saw what the other meant, 
and Dora at length said it in covered speech. 

" If she be so," she said, " she has beeti so years." 

" But surely — surely," gasped Mrs. Courtenay, 
" Mr. Templemore would have seen it." 

" Has John seen it t I gave him a hint once, 
and he received it with scorn. No, Mr. Temple- 
more could not see it. She was never the same 
when he was by — ^never. Everything was against 
me — everything." 
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*^But, Dora, what are we to do?" asked Mrs. 
Oourtenay, looking frightened. "What are we 
todoT 

" Nothing," Said Dora. 

" I wish Mr. Templemore were here," said Mrs. 
Oourtenay, looking wistf ully at her danghter. 

Dora could not answer this. Even her mother 
feit how desolate they were without him — how 
his presence would have brought security with it, 
how his absence meant uneasiness and dread. 

" The first time he took me in his arms," thought 
Dora, "I feit, *Now have I found a refuge against 
every ill man can inflict, now God's band alone can 
reach me here I' That was on our wedding-day — 
not a month back — and now where is he ? — wbere 
am I !" 

" Dora I" cried Mrs. Oourtenay, for Dora's tears 
were flowing. 

" I did not know I was crying," she said, trying 
to smile. " Do not mind it, mamma." 

" I am afraid it is not all right," began Mrs. 
Oourtenay, hesitatingly. 

" Hush 1" whispered Dora. " Look at aunt !" 

She did not see them. She was going down 
an avenue, peeping first on one side then on the 
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other, evidently seeking something or some one. 

" Why has she left John t" asked Mrs. Cour- 
tenay. 

" I don't know," repHed Dora, with a wearied sigh. 

At that moment Mrs. Luan tnmed round and 
saw them. She immediately came towards them 
with a cheerf ul aspect. 

"John is 80 well," she said, "that I have come 
out for a walk." 

Her manner was calm and composed. Dora 
looked at her, and thought bitterly : " Mad I she 
is not mad ; but she hated me with a deadly hate, 
for John's sake." 

They entered the house together. Dora neither 
looked at nor spoke to her aunt, and Mrs. Courte- 
nay whispered confidentially, as Mrs. Luan left 
them to go back to John, 

" I daresay she is all right af ter all." 

The two ladies retired early ; but Dora did not 
retire in order to sleep. She long stood on the 
balcony of her room, looking at the sky, black and 
starless, and when she came in she did not go to 
bed at once. She sat by her toilet-table, undid 
her hair, and looked at herseif in the glass. It 
already seemed so long ago since the sad face she 
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saw there had had so bright a story. Was this 
indeed the beggar-maid, the girl with grey eyes, 
and hair of brovvn gold, whom King Cophetua 
loved? Was such a change possible — was it 
credible ? "I know he will come back," thought 
Dora ; " but that is not it. I do not want Mr. 
Templemore, I want my husband, and something 
teils me that I shall find him no more. If he could 
f orgive — I cannot. And yet, who knows ? If he 
should come back as he said he would — if sitting 
thus I were to see the door open — ^" 

She paused in her thoughts. The door was 
opening — she did not hear it, so softly did it move 
on its hinges — it was known later that they had 
been oiled — but a wax light burned on her toilet- 
table, and its pale gleam reflected «in the glass 
showed her, though dimly, eveiy corner of the vast 
room. Thus she saw the door open — her heart 
beat — could it be her husband ? — no, it was Mrs. 
Luan's head she saw in the aperture. A sudden 
and deadly fear paralyzed Dora. Her heart beat 
no longer, her tongue clove to the roof of her 
inouth, she was voiceless and motionless. The 
door continued to open, Mrs. Luan stepped in, but 
no velvety-footed creature could have made less 
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noise than she did. Swiftly she shut the door 
behind her, and, as Dora, who had not stirred, 
saw distinctly, she bolted it. " She has come to 
murder me 1" thought Dora. She did not look 
round, she did not cry, but as Mrs. Luan slowly 
crept towards her with the Serpentine motion of a 
feline beast, she suddenly blew out the light, and 
stepping round the toilet-table, was out on the bal- 
cony in a moment. 

A baffled cry of rage burst from the mad wo- 
man when she thus suddenly found herseif in the 
darkness of the vast room. She groped about for 
Dora, shrieking in her frenzy ; and Dora, Standing 
on the balcony, never moved, never spoke, never 
by the slightest motion gave her enemy the least 
clue to the spot where she stood sheltered by the 
darkness of the night. 

But Mrs. Luan's screams had roused the house. 
Dora heard exclamations of alarm in the garden, 
on the staircase, but she also heard her aunt say- 
ing, " I shall get you ! — I shall get you I — ^you are 
out on the balcony ! — ^I shall get you 1" * 

She heard her groping near the toilet-table— 
within a few paces of her — she feit the window 
move, &nd still she had self-command enough to 
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keep in the wild scream of terror which neai^lj 
passed her ups. Meanwhile the sounds of help 
came nearer^ they gathered round her door, it was 
tried, shaken violently, theo borst open. Mrs. 
Coartenay and the servants roshed in, and with 
them came a flood of light. Pale as death, bat still 
calm^ Dora stepped out from her hiding-place, and 
Standing with the crimson window-curtains behind 
her, she said, pointing to Mrs. Luan, who crouched 
and cowered in a comer of the room^ ^^ She has 
gone madl — take carel — she wanted to murder mel" 
There was a pause of wonder, of fear, and 
doubt ; then the men approached the mad woman. 
The struggle was violent, but brief and silent. 
Neither Mrs. Luan nor the men who tried to 
master her uttered one word. In a few moments 
they had succeeded, and Mrs. Luan, firmly bound, 
sat silent and sullen in Dora's chair. Dora stood 
and looked at her, and as she looked, she could 
hear John laughing upstairs. That fierce, wild 
creature, as dangerous as a wild beast, and as feil 
in its instincts, was the mother who had bome 
John Luan, reared him, and loved him with such 
pasaionate tenderness, that it had helped to make 
her what Dora saw. As she stood thus gazing at 
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her moody aunt, with the dishevelled hair falling 
aroand her sullen face^ Mrs. Templemore heard a 
voice near her saying, ^^ Please, ma'am, here is a 
letter Mr. Templemore left for yon. Jacques was 
to give it, but forgot it." 

Dora Started, and waking from her dream, she 
saiv Fanny. With a trembling hand she took 
her husband's letter and broke the seal. A bündle 
of silk notes feil out, and fluttered on the floor ; 
but Dora did not heed them. With feverish 
eagerness she read the first letter Mr. Temple- 
more had written to her since their marriage. It 
was brief, cold^ but strictiy courteous. Mr. Tem- 
plemore placed a large sum at his wife's disposal, 
and informed her that he should expect to find 
her alone on his return to Les Boches. Dora 
turned very pale. Money and her mother^s ban- 
ishment ! — this was her sentence. He had gone 
to seek his pleasure, and place his child in safety, 
and he had left her at the mercy of whatever sor- 
row or evil chance might come in his absence. 
Was this what he had promised on their wedding- 
day T Fanny had picked up the notes^ and she 
handed them to her mistress, but even as she put 
them back in the envelope Dora feit that her re- 
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solve was taken. " I will die before I eat bis bread 
or live on bis money," sbe tbougbt. 
. Mrs. Luan now spoke for tbe first time. 

"I bave made a lady of you," sbe said — "I 
bave made a lady of you, Dora." 

" You bave," answered ber niece, looking at tbe 
madwoman witb a passion of grief sbe could not 
control — " you bave, and I know tbe cost." 

Even as sbe said it, Jobn laughed again in bis 
room. He, too, bad paid tbe price of Dora's ele- 
vation to tbe rank of Mr. Templemore's wife. 

" Ob ! Dora, Dora," pitif uUy exclaimed Mrs. 
Courtenay, " wbat does it all mean ?" 

Dora looked at ber and smiled — ob ! bow sadly ! 
— ^bow drearily ! 
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TT7E iTiay decree a thing in the first bittern ess 
' ' of our resentment, and Providence may so 
far favour us, that we shall not be able to fulfil 
our angry desire ; bat it was not so with Mr. Tem- 
plemore's wife. The day after he had left Les 
Koches, Dora received a letter from Mr. Ryan 
enclosing a cheque for fifty pounds. The shares 
of the Kedmore Miqes had turned from so mach 
waste paper to gold, and Mr. Kyan, in the exuber- 
ance of his joy, wrote to Miss Courtenay, advanc- 
ing a sum which he considered that she might 
need. That she had left Les Roches, and gone 
back to Madame Bertrand's, he knew, but happi- 
ness is selfish, and Dora had forgotten to teil him 
of her marriage. 

" People should send cards," very sensibly re- 
marked Mrs. Courtenay. 

She Said this by John's sick-bed, where a liurse 
had now taken Mrs. Luan's place. The yoang 
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man's case had been pronounced desperate, and 
for bis sake Dora had resolved to wait tili all was 
over. But neither was that to be. The peril 
which had cost her so dear passed away. John's 
life hang on a thread for a few days, then youth 
and strength prevailed, and he came back to life, 
and, alas I too, to grief. He bore bis sorrow man- 
fully, but the place where he had suflFered so ter- 
ribly was bateful to bim. He would not wait tili 
bis recovery was final to leave Les Roches, and 
Dora did not detain bim. The sooner all was 
over the better it would be. 

Mrs, Courtenay had been very unwell since the 
terrible evening on which her sister-in-law's in- 
sanity had broken out, and Dora went no f urther 
than the gate of Les Boches with her cousin. 
There they parted. He was going to resume a 
life of labour shorn of every hope which had once 
made it dear, and he looked at her in sad silence. 

Mrs. Courtenay's querulous complaints that Mr. 
Templemore did not write, had told John a sad 
Story, which Dora's pale face now completed. He 
knew nothing of the circumstances which had at- 
tended her marriage, nothing of the causes which 
had estranged herbusband, nor of bis own connec- 
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tion with her grief ; but that grief he saw, and 
when she stood so wan and languid before him, he 
looked at her with sullen and jealous sorrow, Who 
was that cold hasband, that Dora shoald love hiiu 
thus? What right had that stranger, that man 
whom she had detested years^ the successful rival 
who had laid Paul Courtenay in his grave, thus 
to go robbing other men, snatching the sweet prizes 
of life from them — then casting them away so 
ruthlesslyf For a moment John Luan was his 
luother's son ; if a thought, a wish of his could 
have annihilated Mr. Teniplemore, Dora's husband 
would have ceased to exist, What ! had he lost 
her for this 1 Was the girl whom he had loved 
years, about whom he had dreamed so fondly, 
whose loss had brought him to death's door, was 
she to be treated like a cast-off mistress by the man 
who had deprived him of all joy I " If I could 
kill him I would!" thought John Luan, setting 
his teeth. Yes, he would gladly have murdered^ 
Mr. Templemore just then, and, of course, have 
married his widow. 

It is well that a man's feelings are not always 
spoken ; it is well, too, that the thoughts and wishes 

k2 



' 



132 DORA. 

which enter his heart when he has left the door 
open to the tenipting devil who comes to all in 
such evil hours — it is well, we say, that these abide 
not, unless with the dangerous and the bad. John 
Luan was neither. But neither was he very good, 
for good-nature is not goodness. He could be 
suUen and revengeful when he thought himself 
wronged, and from that hour he hated Mr. Tem- 
plemore, whom he had not loved before. 

Something of this Dora saw, for she thought : 
** Yes, John, the Hving husband has avenged the 
dead brother on the faithless sister;" but all she 
said, as she looked down the road was, 

" I envy you — I envy you, John Luan. Your 
cares are heavy, your sorrows are cruel, and you 
are alone, and yet I envy you. You can go forth 
and strive. You can go forth and conquer, perhaps." 

" Conquer what ?" he asked, nioodily. 

" What you need, John — forgetfulness." 

With what passionate longing she looked down 
that white road which wound away to the busy 
city below. If it had led to that ancient world of 
the poets, that world where Lethe flowed, her gaze 
could scarcely have been less intent and yearning 
than it was. It could scarcely have taken less 
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heed tlian it did of him. He saw and feit it. 

*^I must go," he said, a little hurriedly. 
" Good-bye, Dora." 

** Good-bye," she replied, listlessly, 

She gave him her cold hand. He might go, he 
might stay — John feit it changed nothing in her 
life. He walked down the road, followed by the 
servant who carried the carpet-bag, and he never 
looked back. Yet Dora long watched hira. Even 
when he was out of sight she stood there envying 
him. He might go away and strive, as she had 
said, and forget. "If I could but forget," she 
thought, as she at length turned away. " Oh ! if 
I but could r Her heart beat — her whole being 
trembled. " Forget !" she thought. " Oh 1 God, 
forbid that I should ever forget I" 

And she was right. There is something both 
passionate and sweet in the memory of lost happi- 
ness. It is one of the few sorrows to which we 
cling. Proserpina never forgot, we are told, the 
flowers which she was gathering in the piain s of 
Enna, when the dark king höre her away. If he 
had taken her to Olympus itself, and not to Hades, 
she could not have forgotten them. Never again 
should there have beeu such perfumed violets and 
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anemones so fair. Goddess tbough she was, and 
immortal, she, too, had a youth, and looked back 
with vain yeaming to its golden gates closed for 
ever. Time could not wither, age could not fade 
her beauty, bat something there had been for her, 
something which there could be no more. But to 
remember is not to forgive, unfortunately, and 
though there was a smile on Dora's lips when she 
went back to her mother, there was also a settled 
resolve in her heart. She found Mrs. Courtenay 
much depressed. 

" I cannot get over it," she said piain tively, in 
ans wer to her daughter's question. " Poor Mrs, 
Luan I I miss her so, Dora. Änd then Mr. 
Templemore stays away so long." 

Dora did not answer at once. She sat with her 
look fixed moodily on erapty space. The walls 
with their pictures, the brown and grave furniture 
of her mother's room, the window and the land- 
scape it fraraed, had vanished frora her view. She 
saw a sea-beaten shore, a rocky coast, a low village 
straggling along the beach, and there she made a 
refuge and a home, far away from Mr. Temple- 
more's house and his money. 

" Mamma," she said suddenly, looking up at 
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her mother, "you want a change, and you must 
take one." 

" Of course I want a change," said Mrs. Cour- 
tenay a little peevishly ; " and if, instead of ran- 
ning away, Mr. Templemore had stayed here, he 
could have taken us somewhere." 

Never was unconsciousness of the offen ce of 
her presence more complete than Mrs. Courtenay's. 

"Mr. Templemore is enjoying himself in Lon- 
don, I daresay," replied Dora ; " and London 
would not do for us, mamnia. You want rest and 
quietness, after the shock you have had. Why 
should we not go to Ireland ?" 

"My dear !" cried Mrs. Courtenay, much startled, 
" what would your husband say to that ?" 

"Why should he say anything!" composedly 
replied Dora ; *' I have no reason to believe that 
he misses me just now. He will come and look 
for me when he wants me, mamma." 

She spoke so calmly, with so little appearance 
of resentment, that her mother was deceived. She 
did not, indeed, yield an immediate assent to 
Dora's proposal ; she hesitated and demurred, but 
Dora's quiet arguments conquered her resistance 
in the end. Little by little she gave way, and 
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finally she saw nothing that was not riglit or fea- 
sible about tbis expecUtion to tbe Irish coast. 

^' A child could cheat her,'' thought Dora, look- 
ing at her guileless Httle mother with tears in her 
eyes ; " and it is this innocent being — my mother, 
too, for whom there is no room in Les Roches ! It 
is she whom Mr. Templemore could believe an ac- 
complice in a base plan to rob him of bis liberty. 
If bis heart had not already been turned from me, 
would my poor mad annt's story have prevailed 
against us ?" 

It is dangerous to sting a woman's pride, and 
most dangerous of all when she loves. IndifiFer- 
ence is a wonderf ul peacemaker, and there are few 
wounds it will not heal, Dora longed, though 
perhaps she did not know it, to pay Mr. Temple- 
more back in coin, and to show him that she, too, 
could live without him. And yet she prepared 
but slowly for their departure, and lingered over 
the task ; perhaps she had a secret hidden hope 
that her husband would return suddenly, and pre- 
vent her flight, but he did not. Slow though Dora 
was, everything was soon ready, and she said gaily 

to her mother one evening, 

■ 

"We go by the first train, and I am so 
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gladi tlie change will do iis a world of good." 

"I hope so," answered Mrs. Courtenay rather 
languidly. 

" I am sure of it," said Dora, still cheerf ul ; and 
she went out for a lonelj walk, but lookiiig ^* as 
bright as sunshine," thought Mrs. Courtenay. 
The evening was fair and still. A dewy f reshness 
was falling on the garden. Never, it seemed to 
Dora, had its flowers sent forth a fragrance so 
penetrating. She bent to gather souie, then 
turned away, leaving them on their stems. " Stay 
bere," she thought — " stay and blow and wither 
here. If I leave this place, what have I to do 
with you ?" 

She entered the shady grounds. How cool, 
how fresh, how mysterious they looked — but how 
sad, too, was their lonelinessl In these alleys 
Eva's loud joyous laugh had rung. On that old 
bench Mr. Templeraore and Florence had sat and 
talked of love. Dora stood before it, looking at it 
as moodily as if it were an altar on which her 
youth had been laid and sacrificed by some pitiless 
Calchas. 

" Why did I ever come between them 1 " she 
thought; *• why did he ever seek me ? The sordid 
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cares of Hfe would have saved me from love. I 
daresay I would have married John Luan in the 
end— out of very weariness, as so many girls do 
marry. And I would have read novels, and won- 
dered at that happy love-match one reads of so 
much and sees so seldom, and my life would have 
been as a quiet dream. And now it is all woe 
and bitterness. I am as a usurper who cannot ab- 
dicate. I cannot set him free — and he cannot 
love me. For a few days he was bewitched ; 
something was on him which looked like love, but 
was not it ; and now that something has left me, 
and bis heart has gone back to her. And I must 
either see it and suffer agonies, or leave him, as I 
do — and suffer still. Never again can I be happy 
— never, and I am not twenty-five ! Paul — Paul 
— my brother, why did I forget you !" 

She sank on her knees on the damp earth, and 
laid her fevered cheek on the stone bench. She 
could not weep, but she let the flood of bitter 
thought rise and overwhelm her; and when re- 
membrance returned, and she left the past and its 
dead for the present and the living, she was 
shivering, and the chillness of the spot and the 
hour seemed to have reached her very heart. She 
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went back to the house and entered it, but she did 
not go to her mother's apartment. She took a Hght 
and went over every room that had once been dear 
and familiär to her. "After all, I could stay," 
she thoiight, " and he would come back. I could 
stay, bat I will not ; and w^hen he returns, he shall 
find that solitude he went so f ar to seek. No more 
need he leave his home to shun me." 

Dora was Standing in the school-room as she 
came to this bitter conclusion. Eva's globes, her 
books, her piano were there, and Dora's own chair 
by the window. Some pleasant and some severe 
visions haunted this apartment. She had been 
very happy here, but here too she had suffered 
keenly. Well, both that joy'and that sorrow were 
over now. She had entered a dull, cold world, 
wehere neither abided, where all was shade and en- 
durance. "I will write to him here," thought 
Dora. She sat down, and taking up the pen which 
had so often corrected Eva's exercises, and lay 
there unused, she wrote to Eva's father. She did 
not complain, she did not reproach, but she ref used 
to accept the fate he laid upon her. It was a 
proud, cold letter, but it was also, though Dora did 
not think so, the letter of a woman who still loved 
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the husband whose house she was leaving. It lay 
before her, and leaning back in her chair, she 
looked at it, thinking, " This is my first letter to 
him. I wonder what love-letters are like. and how 
they feel who write or read them ?" She wondered 
too how he would feel when this letter was placed 
in his hands. Would he seek and follow her, fond 
and repentant? Would he come and claim his 
wife, angry and authoritative, or would he sipciply 
leave her in scornful silence? "I could burn it 
and stay," she thought; "nothing compels me to 
go — nothing. It is time yet, and to-morrow it 
will be too late." But what avails time when we 
will not take that inestitnable boon? Nine times 
out üf ten that Fate, of whom we speak with mys- 
terious dread, lies in our band, and is the servant 
of our own will. " He lef t ine," thought Dora ; 
"days and weeks have passed, and he has not 
written, not made a sign — I do not know where he 
is — I do not even know the abode of his child. 
His last act was to signify my mother's exile, and 
to give me money." 

She rose as this stinging thought came to her, 
she went up to her room, she took out the bank- 
notes from her desk ; she enclosed them with her 
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letter, sealed the packet, then rang for Fanny. 

" We leave early to-morrow morning," she said, 
trying to speak calmly; "Mr. Templemore will 
soon return. It is not worth while sending this by 
post — ^you will give it to bim when be comes back, 
Fanny." 

Tbe girl held out her band, and mechanically 
Dora gave ber tbe packet ; but, af ter a few mo- 
ments' pause, sbe took it back, and put it in tbe 
drawer. " You will find it tbere to-morrow," sbe 
Said. 

" Very well, ma'am," replied Fanny. Sbe looked 
as unconscious as sbe well could look, but sbe bad 
feit tbe soft, limp notes tbrougb tbe envelope, and 
sbe knew tbe meaning of Dora's journey. 

"He may follow me if be cbooses," tbougbt 
Dora ; " but never unless he seeks for me sball I 
enter the house where he left me after we bad 
been married a fortnight. The sin, if sin tbere 
be, lies with bim, and not with me." 
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CHAPTER X. 

npHE long sleepless night was over. A duU grey 
-■■ light told of Coming dawn when Dora rose 
and dressed. It was too ^arly, and she knew it, 
but she was wearied of her own restlessness, and 
it seemed as if motion alone woald calm the fever 
within her. Besides, she wanted to go to Ronen 
before leaving Les Roches with her mother. 

The porter at the lodge was taking what he 
called his morning nap when the voice of his 
young mistress unexpectedly roused him by re- 
qviesting the iron gate to be opened. The porter's 
conclusion was that he was dreaming, and that this 
was not his morning nap bnt his midnight sleep, 
and he made no attempt to stir ; but Dora's voice 
rose higher, and by knocking at his door she con- 
vinced the porter that he was not asleep and 
dreaming, but that Mr. Templemore's wife wanted 
to leave Les Roches. So he rose wondering, and 
let her out, and looked after her as she glided 
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down the grey road where the light of morning 
was gradually stealing, wakening the tall trees 
from their long, calm sleep, and giving a token to 
the closed daisies in the dewy grass that the sun 
was Coming fast. 

Swiftly and with a sort of longing Dora went 
on tili she reached her old home and Madame 
Bertrand's house. Madame Bertrand was in the 
act of opening her shutters, and she still wore the 
cotton handkerchief around her head^ preliminary 
to the donning of the close white cap by which it 
was to be succeeded. She smiled brightly and 
nodded cheerf ully on seeing Dora. 

" Good morning, Mademoiselle — Madame, I 
meau," she added, correcting herseif, '* for I have 
been told you are Madame now, the wife of 
Doctor Richard." 

Dora stood like one transfixed. The wife of * 
Doctor Richard I How mach bappiness had once 
seemed comprised in these words ; and now what 
was their meaning ? 

" Will you not come in ?" asked Madame Ber- 
trand, still bright and cheerf ul ; and as Dora 
nodded consent, she came and opened the door to 
her with a look that had a world of knowing and 
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shrewd congratulation in it. Dora soon recovered 
herseif, and tried to look like a happy bride. 

"I have come to bid you good-bye, Madame 
Bertrand," she said ; " we are leaving Les Koches, 
and as I do not know wben we shall return, I 
would not go without seeing you once more." 

Madame Bertrand was very grateful, and made 
a few inquiries which showed that she coneluded 
Mr. Templeraore to be bent on the same journey 
with bis wife. Dora did not undeceive her, there 
was no need to do so, but af ter a brief pause she said, 

" I see your rooms are not let. Will you let me 
See them again ? I always intended drawing the 
view from my room window, but I never did ; I 
fancy that if I look at it now I can make a sketch 
of it." 

Madame Bertrand feit delighted and flattered 
at the request. She always had said the view 
from Mademoiselle's room was a pretty view, but 
a Parisian f amily who had looked at the apartment 
yesterday had declared it was triste^ and enough to 
give one the spieen, and had gone to live near the 
Rue de Flmp^ratrice, which was so glaring that it 
was enough to dazzle one's eyes out, in Madame 
Bertrand's opinion. 



DOBA. 145 

Thus she chattered as she went upstairs with 
Dora, but luckily she did not stay. The baker 
and the milkman summoned her below. Her 
sabots clattered down the staircase, and Dora was 
alone in her old room. Madame Bertrand had 
opened the window ; the sun was up now, the out- 
lines of the grey old church were cut on a blue 
sky, and though its body was still in shadow the 
flowers that grew in the buttresses stirred gently 
in the little wind that came from the river, and 
had an air of young, bright morning life about 
them. How gay they looked on that carved stony 
background, from which centuries had taken away 
its first hardness, giving instead a tender though 
massive grace. How pure and transparent was 
the green of the vine leaves through which the fresh 
morning breeze was playihg, as if to toy thus with 
nature's beautif ul things were the end of its being, 
and how everything she saw seemed to Dora to be 
telling her again the story of her lost happiness I 
She stood and looked with a beating heart. Her 
band was idle, no pencil traced that view on paper, 
andyet she was drawing it all the time — drawing it 
in outlines which man's band could never efface, in 
colours which time could not fade, on a poor, frail 
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mortal tablet, indeed, but one which would last as 
long as her own being. 

" Doctor Kichard's wife," she thonght, turning 
away as she remembered how she had sat waiting, 
watching and dreaming too, by that window. " Yes, 
thus it might have been well ; bat I am like you, 
Griselidis, I too have been taken from low estate, 
and I too must pay the cost, for the fall price is 
not told yet ; bat oh ! how bitter these first instal- 
ments have been!" She lowered her veil and 
went downstaire hastily. 

" Good-bye, Madame Bertrand," she said-* 
" good-bye. God bless you !" 

Madame Bertrand looked for the drawing ; she 
uttered an exclamation. She wanted to see it, 
also to send her respectful compliments to Ma- 
dame Coartenay, but Dora was gone. Swiftly 
though she went away, however, Madame Ber- 
trand had Seen tears glistening on her cheeks 
through her veil. 

" The dear young creatare !" she said, when 
mentioning the fact of Dora's visit to one of her 
gossips. ^^ She was so affected at parting from 
me, that she wept. But all my lodgers doted on 
me, excepting Monsieur Theodore." 
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Another errand, besides the wish of seeing Ma« 
dame Bertrand, once more had brought Dora to 
Roueo ; but this was soon fulfilled^ aftid Mrs. 
Courtenay had only finished dressing when her 
daughter entered her room. 

" My dear, where have you been I" said Mrs. 
Courtenay. " Fanny told me you were out — I got 
quite uneasy." 

"I went to Order a carriage/* replied Dora, 
calmly ; then, seeing her mother's amazed look, 
she added : "you know how particular Mr. Tem- 
plemore is about his horses. I cannot say what 
the coachman would do, once he had put us down 
at the Station." 

Mrs. Courtenay supposed her daughter was 
right, but it was piain that, as the hour for leav- 
ing Les Boches drew nigh, she feit bewildered and 
perplexed. Dora looked very cheerful, though 
she also looked very white. She was lively and 
talkative, but she ate no breakfast; yet Mrs. Cour- 
tenay was lulled to sleep, and she innocently said, 
as she looked out at the garden f rom the breakf ast- 
table, 

** I like going, because I like a change ; but do 

you know, Dora, I shall also like coming back to 

l2 
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Les Boches? It looks so bright and gay this 
morning." 

A Strange expression passed across Dora's pale 
face, but she sat with her back to the light, and 
Mrs. Courtenay's sight was not very good, so the 
raeaning, which a person of keener mental and 
physical Vision than she was might have rea^ 
there, escaped her. Jacques came, with the inti- 
mation that the carriage had arrived, breakfast 
was over, and it was time to go. Dora went up to 
her room to put on her bonnet, also to give the 
letter, which had lain in the drawer all night, into 
Fanny's band. The girl noticed how cold and 
pale her mistress looked, also how her little, ner- 
vous band shook ; but well-bred servants have 
eyes, and see not, and nothing in her pretty, stolid 
face betrayed that she had guessed Mrs. Temple- 
more's secret. 

This was the end of the long, bitter struggle. 
It expired with the last pang. What remained to 
be gone through was mere raechanical endurance. 
Dora went down to her mother ; they entered the 
carriage, it wheeled round the gravel path, passed 
through the gates, then went down the road at a 
rapid pace. The trees, the hedges, the villas on 



DORA. 149 

^ither side rushed past them. Children in gar- 
deDS, servants at bedroom Windows, were seen, 
then vanished. The cool streets of Rouen were 
entered. Sunshine stole down the roofs of bouses, 
lit up dark alleys, and poured in füll broad radi-^ 
ance on church fronts, rieh with carving. 

" That IS Saint Ouen/* said Mrs. Courtenay, 
looking out of the carriage window. But Dora 
leaned back and closed her eyes. She would not 
See the entrance to the Gallery. She had gone 
throogh sufficient bittemess that moming, and 
needed no more. 

The rest was nothing. It was merely getting 
into a railway carriage, and being conveyed 
through a green landscape, which Dora's eyes 
saw not, whilst Mrs. Courtenay made pretty child- 
ish remarks, or uttered little screams of wonder, 
which her daughter did not hear. Both speech 
and exclamations ceased rather suddenly, and 
Dora did not miss them. She was again - going 
through that meeting in the parlour at Kensing- 
ton, when, reading sudden and unexpected love in 
Mr. Templemore's eyes, she had placed her band 
in bis. Had she been all deceived, then 1 Surely 
he had cheated himself before he had thus con-. 
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Tinced her, and led to their mutual loss and be* 
trajal. But even if It had been so — even if he 
had loved her for a few hours — what mattered it 
now I Was not every second of time separating 
tbem, and had she not herseif done it, and did she 
repent it ? 

Dora roused herself^ and compressed her Ups, 
and kept in the quick, troubled breath that would 
come with that vain yearning towards a broken 
past. The tarne, common-place parlonr, the trees, 
the grej twilight, all faded away, and the bright 
green landscape, and the railway carriage, and her 
mother's presence came back. Suddenlj she uttered 
a sort of cry. 

^^ Mamma! mamma!" she said, seizing Mrs. 
Courtenay's band, "what is it? — what ails you?" 

"I — I am not very well," faintly said Mrs. 
Courtenay. 

The change in her countenance was so striking 
and ominous, that a cold terror Struck on Dora's 
heart. This was no trifling ailment, no passing 
weakness or fainting fit. 

" Mamma," she eried, her voice rising with snd- 
den anguish, " mamma, do teil me what ails 
youT 
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*' I — ^I don't know," stammered Mrs. Oourtenay. 
" I feit very stränge all night — but I thought it 
would go." c 

She leaned her forehead on herhand and seemed 
nnable to say more. They were alone in the car- 
riage. 

" We shall alight at the next Station," said Dora. 

Mrs. Coartenay did not answer. Her counten- 
ance was vacant, and the hand which Dora held 
was cold and clammy. How drearily slow feit the 
motion of the train, yet it soon slackened its speed 
and stopped at a brauch Station. The line here 
passed through a green park, at the end of which 
Dora could see the closed Windows of an old 
ehäteau ; no other dwelling was visible, yet Dora 
remembered the place at once. She alighted, put 
a few questions, and leamed that they were, as she 
thought, within a quarter of a mile of that village 
inn where they had once dined with Mr. Temple- 
more. Mrs. Gourtenay was helped down, and a 
messenger was despatched to the " White Horse " 
f or a vehicle ; it came, af ter a brief delay. Mrs. 
Oourtenay was lifted up into it, and they drove 
slowly through a green, happy landscape, that made 
Dora's heart ache. Yet her mother was no worse 
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when they reacbed the *' White Horse." She evea 
Said she feit better. 

" The doctor is waiting," saidthe landladj, Com- 
ing out to receive them. 

Nothing was changed about the old place, and 
this homely woinan's face was not altered. Time 
had told her no sad story, her bright blue eyes and 
raddy cheeks spoke of unbroken content and stead- 
fast cheerfulness. That gulf which existed be* 
tween Mr. Templemore's wife and her lost happi- 
ness had all been smooth level ground to her. 
Small cares and daily tasks had fiUed those days 
which Dora had f ound so dreary and so eventf ul. 
But she had no time to llnger over these thoughts ; 
her mother was conveyed to the best room of the 
house — she remembered it too — and there ther 
found Doctor Gentil, a brown old man, a real 
village doctor, rather rough of aspect, but kindly 
in manner. He put a few questions to Mrs. Cour- 
tenay, wrote a prescription, and left, saying he 
would call in the af ternoon. Dora foUowed him out. 

^^ Is it a serious case ?*' she asked, in a low tone. 

He read her face. It was pale but brave. 

"Very serious," he replied, gravely, "but not. 
hopeless." 
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"Not hopeless!" The words seemed to stun 
Dora ; but she rallied at once, and returned to her 
mother with a smiling face. 

" We shall have to stay here a f ew days," she 
Said. 

"I suppose so," vacantly repHed Mrs. Conrtenay. 
" Yet I feel better— only so stränge, quite stupid." 

Dora looked at her silently. She had never be- 
fore Seen Mrs. Conrtenay with that pinched face 
and those sunken eyes. 

" I do believe I could not make ont a patience/' 
resumed Mrs. Conrtenay; then she added, with 
sudden liveliness : " Did you bring the cards ?" 

" If I did not we can buy some, mamma." 

" Buy ! — ^why buy I Why not use our own t" 
But she could not follow out this train of thought. 
It proved too much for her, and she shook her 
head rather drearily. "It is no use," she said. " I 
am getting stupid." 

In the afternoon Doctor Gentil came again. 
He found Mrs. Conrtenay neither better nor worse, 
and still he said, " It was a serious case^ but not 
hopeless." Two wearisome, anxious days passed 
thus. On the third Mrs. Conrtenay was slightly 
better, but also very restless, and towards evQning 
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she insisted that her daughter should go out. Dora 
resisted, then yielded to please her. 

"You want fresh air, you know," said her 
mother^ ^^ and that good old soul, the landladj-, will 
stay with me. You know I like old people." 

Dora went, but her heart still feit heavy and sad 
as she walked up a green, winding path that led 
to the church. Her mother was not out of danger^ 
and she feared the worst. It seemed as if some 
terrible doom weighed upon her, and as if every 
Step she took in life only helped to work out its 
f ulfilment« The strong wind of calamity, division, 
and impending death was sweeping everything 
and everyone from her side. A little more, and 
she would stand alone, with the great desert of life 
around her. 

It might have been better for Dora's nature if 
her lot had not been so hard a one just then. 
We are not always the wiser for sorrow, for we do 
not always know how to receive that severe 
chastener, grief ; and there was too much resent- 
ment, not against Providence, but against one of 
its human instruments, in the heart of Mr. Tem- 
plemore's wife. She could not forgive her hus- 
band. He had left her for a few days only, but 
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these Lad been calamitous as years, and by giving 
her no clue to bis whereaboats, he had signified 
very plainly that he wanted to forget as well as to 
leaye bis wife. ^^Be it so/' she tbooght; ^'itis 
bis act, not mine — the Separation, the forgetfol- 
ness, shall be as deep as ever he can bare wished 
them to be." 

She was Walking with her eyes bent as she 
tfaougbt thus. Sbe looked np as the path widened* 
The village was far behind her, and before her 
stood the little grey chnrch, with its chorchyard 
aroand it. ^^ I have been here once before/' thoaght 
Dora, with a pang, ^^ and shall I soon come here 
again?" Yet she could not resist the bitter 
temptation of surveying the spot that might soon 
be her mother's last home. A few graves were 
scattered within the narrow space which a low 
wall enclosed aroand the ancient edifice. Throagfa 
the open door Dom could see the altar, and above 
it a richly-paiuted glass window. Forple hues, 
with bright streaks of mby and emerald, feil on 
the white altar-cloth, and on the cold stone floor. 
Bat not a soul was visible. No old woman had 
gone in to say her prayers ; no lingering archin 
had strayed in to loiter away time. Eqaally silent 
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and lonely was the little churchyard. Tall treed 
rose everywhere around it, making a backgroand 
of green gloom, and shutting out from the dead 
the friendly aspect of human dwellings. Bat to 
Dora^ in that dark hour, it seemed well that it 
should be so. Such a mound of red earth as that 
of a new-made grave, which her eye feil upony 
might soon hold, if not all that had been dear, 
all at least that now f aithf ully loved her. " One 
in Glasnevin and one here," she thought. " Oh ! 
if I could but go down there with you, my poor 
darling — if, when he comes back, he could but 
learn that mother and child are lying in the same 
cold bed, he would be free at last — free and happy, 
who can doubt it !" 

She could not weep, she could not pray — there 
are thoughts too bitter for tears, f eelings too earthly 
to soar on the strong wing of prayer. She could 
only stand there looking at that grave, and brood- 
ing over a blank f uture. For a blank it must be. 
"Never, if I leave her here," thought Dora, 
*' never shall he find me. I will vanish from his 
life, as she will have vanish^d from this earth* 
I will beg my bread, I will toil like a hireling be- 
fore I go back to his house and live on his money/' 
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Saddenly a keeii, remorseful thought smote on 
this resentful mood. What was she doing here 
brooding over irreparable wrongs, when her mo- 
ther might be dyingt Eagerly, swiftly she re- 
traced her steps. She hurried down the path^ 
through the village, and she was breathless when 
she reached her mother's room. On seeing her, 
the landlady rose, and looking mysterious, made 
a sign. Dora followed her out. With many 
needless words the good woman informed Dora 
that an English lady, young and richly-dressed, had 
come to the inn in consequence of an accident on 
the line, bat that on leaming Mrs, Courtenay's 
presence and illness, she had looked alarmed and 
left hastily. 

" She thöught it was some contagious disease," 
Said Dora. 

" No, no, mademoiselle. I am sure she knew 
you," shrewdly answered the landlady ; " I saw it 
in her face." 

" You are mistaken," sadly said Dora ; " no one 
knows me." And she went back to her mother. 

" I am glad you came back," said Mrs. Courte- 
nay ; ^^ I want to sleep, and I did not like to do so 
whilst you were away. Of course the poor old 
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thing IS honest ; bat having all that money ** 

" What money, mamma t" 

" All those notes Mr. Templemore sent you." 

Dora said nothin^. Where was the use of en- 
lightening and troubling her. 

" And so I am glad you came back," resumed 
Mrs. Courtenay, " for I am very sleepy." 

Dora smoothed her mother's pillow. Mrs. 
Oourtenay's head sank back upon it with a lux- 
urious sigh, and, saying languidly, " Oh ! what a 
sweet sleep I am going to have," she closed her eyes 
and feil into a deep, calm slumber. 

Dora looked at her in a sort of dream. Forth 
from the recesses of memory there came to her an 
Eastern saying which Doctor Richard had once 
told her — " It is better to sit than to stand ; it is 
better to lie than to sit ; and better to be dead than 
lying." 

A fatalist first said this; and yet how it an- 
swers to a feeling with in us — to a weariness, a 
languor, and craving for repose, which nothing 
mortal can content, and which goes forth to meet 
that something more tlian mortal, of which death 
holds the keys. 

" My poor little mother !" thought Dora, look- 
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ingat her with dim eyes and quivering Ups. " She 
is so innocent, so guileless, so childish, that if she 
were to pass away thus from life like a sleeping 
baby, I could feel no uneasiness, no fear — no more 
than if she were a child, indeed. And for her it 
would be well, but oh I for me — for me !" 

She could not bear the thought. She rose and 
went to the window, and stood there. The Sum- 
mer beauty of the day was gone. Süllen clouds 
were gathering in the sky. A south-westerly wind 
bent the summits of a few tall trees that rose 
above the village. Dora knew them by the church 
spire which rose amongst them — these were the 
trees that overlooked the churehyard. The inn 
was very quiet ; the village, indeed, looked lonely 
and almost deserted. There was a great fair in 
the neighbourhood, and the men and wometi had 
gone to it. A few old people and young children 
alone had remained behind. One house facing 
the inn attracted her attention by a group at the 
door. An old man and two children stood looking 
up the road. Presently the eider of the boys ran 
towards a man and a woman who walked slowly. 
They were heävily laden, and the woman looked 
footsore ; but she put her band in her pocket and 
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drew out sometfaing, which the boy flourished 
aloftlike*a prize tili bis brotber came jealously 
forward to claim bis sbare. Tben tbey all min- 
gled and entered tbe bouse togetber ; and presently 
a brigbt fire sprang from tbe kiteben beartb ; and 
tbrougb tbe open window Dora saw tbem all on 
tbe vivid background, and as sbe looked a feeling 
of great desolation feil upon ber beart. Sbe 
tbougbt of ber busband, of Eva^ of tbe bome sbe 
had left, of ber motber, wbo migbt die in a village 
inn, and be buried with unknown dead in a village 
cburcbyard — and the brigbt bappy picture before 
ber was lost in tears. 

Tbe clouds broke into rain — soft summer rain, 
tbat would renew tbe drooping aspect of nature, 
and give it a more brilliant beauty ; but tbe tears 
wbicb Dora sbed, as sbe tbougbt over tbe bitter- 
ness of ber lot, brougbt no relief to ber füll beart, 
For ber tbere seemed no brigbt, no bappy morrow 
in Store — no renewal of love and joy. Notbing 
but a long sad darkness, deep and melancboly as 
tbat of tbe Coming nigbt. . 
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CHAPTER XL 

TT might have softened the bitterness at Dora's 
-*• heart, if she had known how keen an agony 
it was for her husband to doubt her, and leave her 
with that doubt upon him. He had told her, and 
told her truly, that the loss of Florence had been 
to him as the lopping of a limb ; bnt to lose his 
wife thus was like death itself. Life and health 
do not perish because of the pangs of amputation, 
and Mr. Templemore, once the surgeon's knife had 
gone through him, had feit a sound and living 
man again. He wonld not, indeed, have chosen 
such a time to love and maiTy ; but marriage hav- 
ing seemed compulsory to him, he had neither 
wished nor sought to avoid love. And love had 
come to him delightful and engrossing as a second 
spring. Dora had gifts which he had always ap- 
preciated, but which he prized keenly and very 
fondly when they became his. He liked her 
bright, youthful aspect, her warm heart, her joyous 
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laugh, and her fine clear mind. He admired her, 
he was tenderly proud of her, and he loved her 
with a passion as sudden as it was engrossing. 
She was his wife — his dear wife, linked to him by 
lies sweet, sacred, and indissolable — linked to him 
for years, for life, and with no parting possible 
bat the bitter inevitable parting of the grave. 

And now this fervid dream was over. Love, 
honour, admiration were dead. It was over, and 
he left her stuug and mortiiied with his wrong, 
ashamed and humbied at his mistake, and even 
at the gleam of passion which had survived it, and 
nearly betrayed him anew, and again made him 
her slave. He left her, angrily feeling that he 
raust return to her some day — ^yes, this guilty wife, 
whom he had thought to go on loving less passion- 
ately, perhaps, as time passed, and youth fled, but 
not less truly, held him fast, and he must return 
to her. He was thrown on a life-long companion- 
ship, from which the soul of love had departed. 
Bitterness and indignation availed him nothing ; 
he was Dora Oourtenay's husband. 

Passion is like a stormy sea. It has waves that 
rise high or fall back as with the breath of the 
tempest. If Dora had but known it, there had 
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been a moment when, innocent or guilty, she had 
prevaiied — when a word, a look, a caress, would 
have kept Mr. Templemore for ever. But she 
had let him depart, and when the door of her 
room closed between them, his longing for faith, 
her charm, and her power had all vanished alike. 
She had allowed those füll waters to go back to 
their fountain-head, and the doubt and anger, 
allayed a while by the seduction of her presenee, 
to rise anew when she was seen no more. She 
had allowed Mr. Templemore to remember that a 
fraud had made him her husband, to believe that 
she had looked on and accepted all passlvely, the 
sin and its reward, and the higher had been the 
tide that bore him to her, the stronger was the 
receding power of that which now carried both 
love and him away from Dora. 

To give and to receive is one of the strongest of 
human ties, and p^haps because man and woman 
can never give or receive more than in the mar- 
riage State, is that link held so sacred, and feit 
to be so potent. The more is given, and the 
dearer grows the bond ; but woe to the day when 
the once generous supply is stinted — when the 
heart has no more to bestow, and feels no joy in 
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receiving. That sad day now seemed to have 
come for Mr. Templemore. 

" Never, iiever can I love her again !" he 
thought, as he leaned back in the railwaj carHage 
that took him on to Paris, after he had left Miss 
Moore and Eva at St. Oermains. " And yet I 
must go back to her, or take on myself the fright- 
ful responsibility of utterly forsaking a young and 
attractive woman, who has not been my wife three 
weeks." 

The alternative sickened him. If he left her 
to her fate, might she not, in the bitterness of her 
heart, turn desperate, and give him cause to rue 
his abandonment ? Mr. Templemore was not of 
a jealous nature, and he did not even then doubt 
his wife's virtue ; but he remembered that John 
Luan loved her, and that Dora never forgot a 
wrong. His conscience and his pride alike told 
him that he must return to her if he wished to 
avoid for both the risk of ruin and shame. Yes, 
he must go back, and though he had never con- 
templated not doing so, the necessity galled him. 
He must go back to the woman who had entrapped 
him, and who had now a legal right to his name, 
his home, and his love. The thought chafed him, 
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änd added its Irritation to the despair of that dark 
hour. 

Two ladies — well-dressed women — were Mr. 
Templemore's travelling companions. He had 
not Seen them at first, but now he became con- 
scious of their presence. They were young and 
pleasant-looking. They were cheerful, too, and 
seeing him so gloomy and absorbed, they talked 
pretty rauch as if he were not there. The 
younger one of the two took off her gloves. He 
saw her rings flash on her slender fingers ; the 
scentfrom her little perfumed handkerchief was 
that which Dora used ; the rustling of her silk 
dress reminded him of the pleasure with which he 
used to hear his wife move about the house at 
Deenah. Something in her attitude, as she look- 
ed out on the green landscape, made him remem- 
ber with a sharp pang his happy wedding-day, 
and Dora's radiant face as they journeyed toge- 
ther, and Mr. Templemore feit the happiest of 
bridegrooms. And now, what was left to him of 
all the dreams he had that day indulged in ? The 
graceful, elegant woman whom he had wedded 
was his still — the woman who had a charming 
figure, a pretty hand, fine eyes, and hair 
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of a beantif al colour — ^yes, she was bis tili deatb 
shonld them part, and long after those fleeting 
cliarms should have faded she wonld still be bis. 
Bat tbat otber dearer woman, the companion and 
f riend — sbe wbo bad abready made bim feel tbat 
tbere is a tie strenger tban blood, more potent 
tban tbe affection of babit, sympatby in some of 
tbe noble tbings f or wbicb God gave man life — 
sbe was gone — sbe was lost; and seek for ber 
long as be wonld, be conld find ber no more. 

Ob ! if be conld bave believed ber to be gnilt- 
less! If be conld bave forgotten bow sKe bad 
tried to prevent ber annt from speaking and bim 
from bearing ; if be conld bave forgotten her pale 
face, and her silence, ber weak defence, ber asser- 
tions of innocence, nnsupported by proof ; if be 
conld bave forgotten all those tokens tbat bad con- 
demned her, and risen before bim to say, ^^ Wbetber 
from love, or bäte, or vengeance, or cnpidity, sbe 
bas abetted it — she let it be done, and sbe reaped 
tbe gain ! " But he conld not. He tortnred bis 
mind to acqnit ber, and he conld not. Sbe bad 
not wamed bim, sbe bad ref used to answer Mrs. 
Logan — if ever silence was gnilty hers was. Bat 
if tbe clond wbicb doubt bad called up wonld not 
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be dispelied, if it ever floated between bim and bis 
wife's iniage, and only grew darker and denser 
witb every efifort he made to break it, so there also 
rose in bis beart a bitter resentment against every 
human being connected with bis wrong. He bated 
Mrs. Luan and Mrs. Courtenay for having plotted 
it, and he could scarcely forgive Miss Moore or 
Mrs. Logan for having helped to reveal it. To-^ 
wards Dora bis feelings were too implacable for 
eith^ bäte or forgiveness. She was the embodi- 
ment of bis misery — the being wbose betrayal 
had caused it, and wbose falsehood had given it a 
more crnel and a keener pang. 

On reaching Paris Mr. Templemore went to one 
of the boteis in the Rue de Rivoli, wbere he was in 
the habit of stopping. " And now," be thought, 
as he eutered rooms gay witb sunshine, and beyond 
which be caught a bright glimpse of the Tuileries 
gardens, " now how am I to get rid of this pain 1" 
Question hard to answer. Pleasure, which had 
never had any charms for Mr. Templemore, was 
now odious. He bated crowds, and solitude he 
knew is cruel and dangerous. He would not have 
Eva or Miss Moore with bim, for one could only 
remind bim of bis fond illusion, and the other of 
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its bitter wakening. So, as he suffered cruelly and 
keenly, he did what the intellectual and the strong 
often do in such emergencies, he took ref uge in 
study from his pain. 

There were few branches of knowledge which 
he had not already tried, but for some lie had 
never feit any ardent devotion. Statistics and 
political economy had been least favoured by him. 
He now töok to them with a sort of f ury. Popu- 
lation, shipping, Standing armies, disease, hadtheir 
turn; he heaped his room with blne-books, and 
covered quires of paper with estimates, returns, 
and calculations ; he worked night and day, not 
caring all the time for the result of his labonr, and 
he succeeded in bringing on himself a fit of illness 
which lasted a fortnight, and from which he issued 
languid, listless, and more unhappy than ever. 

Neither time, nor work, nor illness had cured 
him. Time had only added to the resentful bitter- 
ness of his feeling, and to the severity of the con- 
demnation his judgment had passed on the of- 
f ender; but it was still the same wound which 
bled inly, it was still the cruel thought that Dora was 
his wife, and that she was worthless of a man's 
love. Integrity, honour, delicacy, were the ruling 
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feelings of Mr, Templemore's mind. The woman 
who had f ailed in these, even though for love of 
him, could never be again to him the woman whom 
nothing and no one could have tempted to sin. 
And yet, and though his sense of her error grew 
keener daily, his feelings had undergone a change. 
If he still thought of her guilt, he now thought 
very little of his wrong. He did not regret Flo- 
rence, he scarcely regretted his liberty, but he 
passionately regretted his wife, that innocent being^ 
all love and brightness, whom he had had for a few 
days^ and who had so soon wom the common hues of 
mortality. Oh ! to go back to that time of dear 
illusions, to possess a girl so happy, so f ond^ and so 
true ! To feel bound to her for life, to dread no 
wakening, to look forward without fear to the long 
f uture 1 

But it is no relief to think a once loved being 
unworthy, and these thoughts seemed so bitter to 
Mr. Templemore^ one evening as he sat by the 
window of his room looking out on the stirring 
scene in the Eue de Rivoli below, that he could 
endure them no longer. He rebelled under their 
torturoy and taking his hat walked out. 

He went forth idly^ neither knowing nor caring 
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whither bis Steps took him. On turning the corner 
of a Street, he suddenly foand himself on the 
Boulevards. The night was black, not a star shone 
in the cloudy sky ; but the two rows of lamps made 
an endless avenue of light before him. The shops 
were brilliant and gay ; cafes glittcred like f airy 
palaces, and crowds were abroad to enjoy what 
freshness there was in the stormy air. Mr. Tem- 
plemore found none. Close and sultry feit the 
atmosphere. The young trees which rose dimly 
before him, their trunks and lower branches lit, 
and their summits vanishing in gloom, seemed to 
him as oppreasive as the roof of a foresL Yet he 
went on, leaving boulevard af ter boulevard behind 
bim, and he never thought of stopping tili a dense 
group suddenly checked bis progress. Mr. Tem- 
plemore then looked up. Before him he saw the 
rising steps and the columned front of a theatre. 
People were going in eagerly. He hesitated a 
while, then he too went up the steps, paid for bis 
place, and within five miuutes he was seated in 
one of the galleries. 

Mr. Templemore had not gone to the play for 
several years. He liked none save the finest act- 
ing and singing, and, being a man of fastidious 
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tastes, he did not admit the existence of such very 
readily. Weariness of spirit had alone tempted 
him this evening to enter a second-class house, 
where the actors were probably suited to the plays 
they performed in. He wondered at himself for 
having done so ; he looked around him^ and won- 
dered still more at the gay, eager f aces he saw. 
The musicians in the orchestra were talking and 
laughing together as they tuned their instrumenta 
—he wondered at them too. Amongst them was 
a lively little dark man, who could not be quiet a 
moment ; he shook his black head of hair, he roUed 
his eyes, he screwed his mouth, and looked very 
like an animated nut-cracker. Mr. Templemore 
watched him with a sort of interest ; the vitality 
of that swarthy little musieian was attractive to one 
whose present mood was so drearily languid. The 
curtain rose, the performance began, the actors 
spoke, and still Mr. Templemore's eyes were fixed 
on the orchestra, and he thought, " What a curious 
idiosyncrasy that man must have 1" 

" How charmingly she is dressed !" whispered a 
voice near him. He glanced towards the Speaker. 
She was a girl of eighteen or so, plump and good« 
humoured-looking. She addressed another girl, 
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her sister, evidently, as plump, and seemingly as 
good-tempered as herseif. Beside them sat their 
mother, a bourgeoise of forty, who had been at 
twenty what they were now. What absence of 
all care appeared in these three f aces I Nothing 
was there, not even the excitement of pleasure ; 
nothing beyond the calm, sensual content of satis- 
fied animal existence. Mr. Templemore tumed 
back from thein to the musician, but in so doing 
bis look passed across the stage, and he uttered a 
deep, Startled "AhT* which was heard over the 
whole house, and drew every eye upön him. 

But Mr. Templemore saw and heeded but one 
thing ; f or there, on the stage bef ore him, stood 
bis wife, dressed in white muslin, gay, young, and 
lovely. She stood alone in a gloomy room, with a 
dim and sombre background behind her soUtary 
figure, and her head half averted. It was she — so 
Said the first look ; that was the turn of her neck, 
her figure, and her attitude ; but she looked round, 
and the charm was broken ; she spoke, and it was 
gone. But the shock which that momentary illu- 
sion had caused could not vanish with it ; nor the 
subtle thrill of joy it had wakened, cease. When 
this girl looked at the audience, Mr. Templemore 
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could not look at her ; btit when she tamed awaj 
and became once more the image of bis young 
wife, in ber ligbt motions and easj attitudes, be 
leaned forward, witb bis elbow resting on tbe crim- 
son velvet of tbe balustrade, unconscious of tbe 
Observation wbieh bis eager gaze altracted. His 
very heart was moved within bim witb a soft and 
delicious emotion. It was like going back to tbe 
first wondering bappiness of bis mamage to feel 
as be now feit. All tbat love, wbich bad seemed 
buried in arid desolation, like sweet waters be- 
neath tbe sand of tbe desert, welled back to bis 
beart witb tenfold power. Mr. Templemore did 
not strive against it — be let tbat fall tide come 
and rise and master bim, and be feit blest to tbe 
very core in bis subjection. 

Wben the curtain feil on the first act and she 
vanished, be breathed deeply, and for tbe first 
time be tried to tbink and be calm. Yain attempt; 
thonght would not come at bis bidding — notbing 
came bat a vague, passiouate yearning to be gone, 
and be witb ber once more. He could scarcely 
resist tbe desire whicb bade him rise and depart 
tbat moment. An express train left in tbe middle 
of tbe night. It would take bim to Bouen in 
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Httle more than two hours; he could be at Les 
Boches before dawn — long before Dora had wak- 
ened! 

The two plump girls and their mother gave 
him wondering looks, and he did not heed them. 
The Httle fantastic musician played stränge tricks 
with his vioHn, and Mr. Templemore had no eyes 
for him now. His thoughts were far away in a 
large room, hushed and dim, where his wife lay 
sleeping. A lamp burned faintly on a white toilet 
table, and was reflected in its oval glass, half veiled 
by lace and muslin. A far door opened, and he 
saw himself enter slowly, with Step that feil noise- 
lessly on the carpet. He saw that wraith of his 
own being approach, then stand still, and look at 
Dora's face as it rested on her pillow. And now 
the vision swiftly became retrospective. He re- 
membered looking at her thus once in Deenah. 
He remembered wondering, as he looked, at the 
childish caimness of her slumbering mien. The 
bright hair which had strayed on her pillow, the 
closed lids, the calin breath, came back to him 
with a sense of pain. He feit as if he had 
wronged and deserted a child entrusted to his 
keeping. 
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*^ I should have stayed with her," he thought ; 
" Innocent or guilty, I should not have lef t her." 

" Innocent or guilty ?" repeated a secret voiee. 

" Oh ! my Qod, if she be guilty, what a lot is 
mine ! Am I tied to treachery, to sin so perverse- 
ly allied with that look of innoeence f Am I tied 
to grace and youth, it is true, but also to horrible 
iniquity ?" 

All his old anguish came back at the thought. 
If his passionate nature, ardent and susceptible to 
loveliness — as indeed is that of most men — feit but 
too keenly the power of his young wife's bright 
face, the nobler nature within him -made him re- 
volt from the thought of this ignoble bondage. 
He could not endure the contrast between that 
fair outside and the suUied soul. Ay, truly, it is 
hard to us all to think that sin can abide behind 
the roses of those cheeks and the star-like radiance 
of those eyes. It is hard that we should not ever 
find the breath of innoeence on those fresh young 
Ups, which give us heaven when they smile. It is 
a cruel case, but Mr. Templemore had not reached 
thirty without knowing that it is a frequent one — 
only he had never thought it would be his. The 
bitter doubt now waxed higher and higher, sweep- 
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demptioD^ making more easy her retarn to the 
divine source of all goodness. She was his erring 
lamb, who had wandered in the wilderness, and 
whom he would bring back to the gentle fold of 
love and home. He remembered the solemn pre- 
cept, too, mach forgotten by a passing world of 
the great Apostle of the Gentiles : 

"Husbands, love your wives, as Christ loved 
the Church." 

He remembered it in that vanity fair of plea- 
sure and its votaries, a theatre. For what spot, 
howsoever profane, is there which the voice of God 
will not pierce to reaeh man's heartf And if 
haman passion and tendemess still mingled in 
Mr. Templemore's breast with holier feelings — if 
he could not forget a fair face and a soft voice — if 
one was the joy of his eyes, and the other the 
sweetest of music to his ear, yet over all ruled 
that feeling of duty that had been the great guide 
of his life, and which had given him in Dora 
Courtenay its mingled joy and torment. 

How long these thonghts kept him, Mr. Tem- 
plemore did not know. The third act was pro- 
gressing, and had reached its great crisis of de- 
spair and passion, when he looked at his watch, 
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rose, and left the house. The two girls and their 
mother looked after him in some wonder, and ex- 
changed puzzled glances, then placidly returned to 
the play. Truly they little guessed what a drama 
of doubt, and love, and regret — ay, and of passion 
too — had been silently enacted near them that 
evening. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

npHE night was darker than ever when Mr. 
•*• Templemore went out once more on the 
Boulevards. The crowd was thinning, in expec- 
tation of a storm. Mr. Templemore's niood was 
not one which such contingencies affect. He had 
but one thought, and that mastered him ; yet he 
suddenly paused, as he reached the Rue de la 
Paix, and saw its shops alive with light. He re- 
membered the diamond cross he had ordered from 
one of the jewellers there, and he wondered if it 
were ready. It was only ten o'clock ; he had time 
to go and try. 

These jewellers' shops in the Rue de la Paix 
were a wonderful sight at night during that year. 
Crowds gathered around them evening after even- 
ing, gazing in eager admiration at the treasures 
displayed within. One diamond shop outrivalled 
all the others, and outrivals them still. Tiaras, 
necklaces, bracelets, earrings, blazed there in their 
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immortal splendoar. Fair brows and fairer bo- 
8oms, on which they glittered once, have shrank 
into dost, and it matters very little. They will 
outlive generations; that gorgeoas bracelet will 
dasp the slender wrist, that diadem will shine all 
light in the dark hair of some beauty yet nnborn, 
and fiatterers will teil her, ** Your eyes are brighter 
by far than these," and — who knows? — perhaps 
she will believe them. 

As to that, all the diamonds in this shop, which 
he now entered, coold not have matched Dora's 
eyes in Mr. Templemore's estimation just then. 
He knew, indeed, that their Instre would grow 
dim — ^that the blooming cheek would fade« and 
the fair skin lose its youthf ul beanty — but all the 
better reason was this for holding them dear, and 
adorning them whilst they lasted. With some- 
thing like eagerness, he now asked if the cross he 
had ordered was ready. 

This temple of the god worshipped in Golconda 
had a high -priest worthy of his office — an aged 
man, with a lofty brow, white hair, that flowed 
from beneath a black silk cap, and eyes which had 
gazed so long on diamonds that they could see 
little eise in lifo. On hearing Mr. Templemore's 
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request, be opened a drawer near him^ and pro- 
duced a small morocco case, which be handed to 
bis costomer. Mr. Templemore opened it. Ou a 
bed of blae velvet laj a diamond cross, consisting 
of eieren perfect diamonds, not of large size^ in- 
deed, but of such exqaisite water, and sncb daz- 
zling Instre, that be uttered an exclamation of 
pleasnre and admiration, qaalified, bo^ever, by the 
words, 

^^This ifl snrelj more expensive tban tbe one 
I asked f rom you f " 

" It is/* mildly replied tbe jeweller ; ^ double tbe 
price, I believe ; bat, tben, it is tbree times more 
beautif ul tban yoa expected it to be.'' 

Mr. Templemore could not deny tbat. He took 
tbe cross and looked at it in tbe hoUow of bis 
band. Eacb of its eleven diamonds was pnre and 
clear as a drop of morning dew sparkling in the 
early sun. " Will you take a cheque f or tbis 1" be 
asked ; " I bave not money enougb to pay you — 
besideSy I am going off at once." 

*^A cbeque will do very well," replied tbe 
jeweller, in bis mild tone. ^^ Tbis is tne fifteentb, 
sir — the fifteenth of July." 

And as Mr. Templemore sat down to fill up tbe 
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blank cheque whicb he took from bis pocket-book| 
the jeweller opened the drawer again and took out 
another morocco case, which he silently placed be- 
fore him. 

** I only ordered the cross," said Mr. Temple- 
more, looking up, puzzled. 

" Perhaps you would like a necklace," suggested 
this mild tempter; and he opened the case and 
stepped back. 

Mr. Templemore was dazzled. He had never 
Seen such a necklace as this. A queen alone could 
have worn it. This was no conjunction of small 
diamonds artf olly mounted in leaves, and flowers, 
and pendants^ and spread out to the greatest pos- 
sible extent. No, it was one piain row of large 
stones, every one of which seemed priceless to Mr. 
Templemore. Dora had a beautif ul neck^ soft and 
white, truly these diamonds would look well upon 
it But was he a nabob, that he should even ask 
to know the price of a gif t so costly f 

" I chose every one of those stones myself," said 
the jeweller ; " I went to Bussia f or this centre 
one, and to London for that, one of the smallest, 
but, as you see, it matches the ninth stone per- 
fectlyj and unless in London I coiüd not have f ound 
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iL It O08t me tliree months to negotimbß f or if, 
f QT h was in hands that were lelnctuit to pait 
with it — thej knew its yalae and its beantj, and it 
is one of the smallest in the necklaoe. Gness from 
that, sir, what toü and tronble the other straies 
haYe given me." 

^It is a wonderfol necklace^" said Mr. Temple- 
mare, taking and handling it — ^ a wonderfol neck- 
lace ; only there is no art in it. It is piain and 
gorgeoos." 

''There should he no art in diamonds," replied 
the jeweller, with a stränge li^t in his eye. ^ They 
are above and heyond it, sir." 

**Well, perhaps they are," said Mr. Temple- 
mor^ bot he pnt down the necklace and did not 
ask to know its price. 

** I believe, sir, you are newly married," continaed 
the jeweller, in his mild tone ; ^ this wonld be a 
beantif nl wedding gift." 

Mr. Templemore feit almost proYoked at this 
cool seducer^ who spoke of a priceless necklace as a 
'' beantif nl wedding gift." He little knew that 
its owner ofiFered it to every one of the customers 
who entered his shop^ pressed it npon them even 
to importanity, and yet wonld not have parted 
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to a monarch witli ODe of its smallest diamonds. 
He little suspected that these glorious bits of 
liquid light, all fire and pure effulgence, slept every 
night in the bed of that white-haired maQ — that 
he loved them with something of the guilty, insane 
love which two hundred years before made Car- 
dillac murder the men and women who bought his 
jewels ; and that when they were stolen from him 
a few months after Mr. Templemore's visit, the 
shock of their loss, though they were recovered 
within the week, sent him to the grave a maniac. 

Unconscious of the stränge love which was to 
lead to so tragic an ending, Mr. Templemore only 
feit provoked at the persistence with which the 
jeweller pressed this necklace upon him, and put- 
ting the cross in his breast coat pocket, he left the 
shop. The jeweller, however, foUowed him to the 
door, and still said in his mild voice, 

" It is a rare necklace, sir. You will never get 
another like it — ^better have it." 

Mr. Templemore walked away withont giving 
him any answer. ^^ The man is crazy, and I am 
crazy too/' he thought, taking the direction that 
led to his hotel; ^^I suppose those glittering 
pebbles have bewitched me, for here am I foolish 
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enongb to wish I coald baj them and throw them 
round Dora's neck. 

It was follj, no doubt, bat it did not go away at 
once. He saw the diamonds glittering before bim 
like Stars in tbe darkness of the night. He saw 
them sparkling on bis wife's bosom, and if dia- 
monds look Strange and ominous on yellow necks 
and bony shonlders, who can deny their fitness and 
their beanty when they rest on a satin skin and 
rounded oatlines like Dora's ? Mr. Templemore. 
was fascinated with the vision. He feit almost 
tempted to tum back and ask the price of this 
wonderfnl necklace; bat he checked himself in 
time^ and indeed waxed wrathfal at bis own foUy. 
A year^s income of bis fortune conld not pay for 
the bauble. Had he lost bis senses that he eyen 
contemplated this act of madness ? Alas I it was 
not all madness — there is a fond, passionate in- 
stinct, which is a very part of love — the wish to 
fling all that there is most costly, most precious, 
and most rare, at the feet of the loved object. For 
many days Mr. Templemore had struggled against 
bis love for Dora, and spite bis doubts and bis mis- 
givingSy that love now came back to bim powerf ul, 
^ighty, and triampbant. It came back to him 
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not as it had left him, conquered and sorrow- 
stricken, but like the spirit in Scripture, who, after 
wandering midst barren places, retarns with seven- 
fold power. 

Mr. Templemore had not walked f ar, still think- 
ing of bis wif e and the diainond necklace, whea 
the long threatening storm broke forth. Dropa 
of rain, large as crown pieces^ dotted the]white pav^ 
ment of the Place Yendöme, which he was cross- 
ing. Then a lightning flash pierced the skj, and 
lit the dark column cast in cannon won from 
many a battle-field, and whence the first Napoleon 
looks down over bis capital, still seeming to tri* 
umph alike over foe and subject. A deep echoing 
thonder peal foUowed, then came a very deloge of 
rain, and long before he reached bis hotel, Bue de 
Bivoli, Mr. Templemore was wet through. The 
rain was summer rain, mild and soft, and he cared 
not for it. He packed bis trunk hastilj, secured a 
carriage^ and drove off to the Station, whilst the 
storm was at its highest. It was a gale, too, as 
well as a storm ; a farious tempest, which might 
leave its traces on manj a bleak coast, as well 
as in crowded cities. Mr. Templemore had seen 
a shipwreck once, and who that bas beheld the 
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ominons siglit can ever forget itt He remem- 
bered it now ; the noble vessel stmggling gallandy 
against the waves that drove her on, the long line 
of shore and cliff vanishing in spray and in the dark- 
ness of the tempest ; the pale moon looking down 
from aclondy sky, the silent crowd, and the fearfnl 
roar, as waves and ship all came tambling together 
on the beach, whilst throogh aU the din was to be 
heard the faint, shrill cry of a woman. They 
fonnd her on the sands the next moming, a pale 
corpse, with wet hair. Mr. Templemore wondered 
why that scene come back to him now, as if he had 
beheld it bat yesterday t 

^ How do I know/' he thonght, ^* that this snm- 
mer storm will be so fatal as that never-to-be-for- 
gotten eqiiinoctial gale on the shores of the At- 
lantic I Its roaring wind may indeed nproot the 
mighty forest tree, or its lightning kill helpless 
flocks on distant moors ; bat traly I hope and 
trost that no drowning wretch will call on heaven 
this night in his agony T' 

Mr. Templemore reached the Station as the ex- 
press train was going to Start. Within five min- 
utes he sat alone in a railway-carriage, and was 
going at fall speed throagh the drenched land- 
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scape. And now he had time to think over a sub- 
ject of some importance. 

How would his wif e receive him ? He retumed 
to her as he had lef t her — at his pleasure. He could 
give no motive f or the one act, save that he did not 
choose to stay with her, and for the other that he 
could do without her no longer. Would Dora, a 
proud woman, accept either explanation ? Had he 
not, then, best be silent, and take upon himself that 
law of bon plaisir which every now and then comes 
up in the heart even of the best of men. For 
after all, Mr. Templemore could not ask his wife 
to forgive him. If his passion for her, supported 
by necessity, was so strong that he could not resist 
it, and must needs go back to her, innocent or guilty, 
yet, spite all the diamonds he had wished to give 
her, he was not a convinced and converted man. 
He would have given anything to believe in her 
innocence, and doubt still forbade belief — even 
though his whole heart yearned towards the one 
and revolted against the other. With a sort of 
despair he went over the whole sad story again, 
and wearied, but still perplexed, he came back to 
the old thought : " She is my wife ; I cannot 
help that no more thau I can help loving her 
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— I must keep to that and let the rest be.'*" 
Bat can love endure when its foundation of 
reverence is wantingf And if the fever which 
was still so strong upon him ceased, would not the 
final wakening be horrible T Alas I he thought of 
that too ; bat that time, which it was so gloomy to 
f oresee, had not come yet, and as he reached Bouen, 
and, leaving the train, entered a carriage which 
was to convey him to Les Koches, he wilfully shut 
his eyes to all the bitterness that had preceded his 
departare, and only remembered that he was going 
to the home where his young wife lay sleeping, un- 
conscious of his return. 

The porter at the lodge had to be wakened to 
let in his master, and Jacques to leave his attic in 
Order to admit him within. The clang of the great 
bell, the grinding wheels of the carriage on the 
gravel, made a loud noise in the stillness of the 
grey morning; but Mr. Templemore looked in 
vain for signs of light behind the window curtaius 
of his wife's room. Jacques, who let him in, 
seemed stupid with sieep. His master did not 
question him ; he took the light from the man's 
hand, merely saying : 

" You may go. I want nothing." 
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Jacques was a plethoric young man. He liked 
bis sleep above all things. He now thought him- 
self ill-used by bis master^s return at sucb an bour, 
and be went back to bis room grumbling all tbe 
way. He bad scarcely reacbed tbe upper floor^ 
bowever, wben a furious ringing summoned bim 
below. He found Mr. Templemore on tbe land- 
ing at tbe door of bis wif e's room, pale as death, 
and witb tbe ligbt still in bis band. 

" Where is your mistress f " be asked. " Wbere 
is my wif et" 

His looks, bis tones so confounded Jacques, tbat 
be could scarcely reply. At lengtb be said^ 

" Madame is gone." 

" Gone I" He was going to ask " Witb wbom ?" 
but be cbecked bimself . " Teil Madame Oourte- 
nay I wisb to speak to ber/' be said. 

Jacques looked very odd. 

^^ Madame Courtenay is dead, sir." 

"Deadr 

"Yes, sir. Mademoiselle Fanny brougbt tbe 
news wben sbe came back for Madame's tbings. 
Madame Courtenay died on the way." 

^^ And Madame Luan and ber son," exclaimed 
Mr. Templemore — "wbere are they t" 
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Jacques looked very odd again. 

^^ Monsieur Luan is gone, sir, we do not know 
where, and Madame Luan is dead too. . She died 
in a madhouse the very moming Madame Temple- 
more went away. She had attempted to kill Ma- 
dame one evening." 

Mr. Templemore feit as if he were going through 
a dreadful nightmare. Death, madness, danger 
had visited his deserted home during his absence ; 
and now where was Dora I Where was the wif e 
whom he had left to trials so fearf ul, and who had 
passed through them alone ? 

" Where is she now f " he asked, much agitated. 
" Where did she go to f " 

^^ Monsieur Luan took her to an asylum, and 
she died there." 

^' I mean your mistress. Where is your mistresst" 

But Jacques knew nothing. Madame had not 
Said anything. She had left no letter? No — 
nothing that could give a clue. Mademoiselle 
Fanny, when she came back f or Madame's things, 
had Said they were going to England, and the ser- 
vants had supposed it was to join Monsieur. The 
servants had all noticed that Madame looked very 
miserable. Perhaps she feit nervous, and afraid 
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to remain alone after having run the rlsk of being 
murdered. 

So Said Jacques, in a heavy, stupid, monotonous 
voice. Mr. Templemore shuddered with horror 
as he heard him talk thus stolidly of bis wife's 
peril. Yet he could not help asking to know the 
particulars of this domestie drama. Jacques, 
nothing loth, and indeed quite lively, went through 
the scene for his master^s benefit. " Madame was 
so by the teilet, when she heard the door open and 
saw Madame Luan enter. At once, and with 
great presence of mind, Madame put out the light 
and stepped out on the balcony. And so," con- 
tinued Jacques, assuming the part of Mrs. Luan 
and groping with outstretched arms, as if in the 
darkness towards the window, " so I try to get at 
her and kill her. Though I cannot see, I know 
where she is, and she is as mute as a mouse — but 
I know where she is — now I am at the window, 
and the moon is shining— now I have her !" 

But as Jacques, outstripping truth in the fer- 
Your of his acting, was stretching his arm towards 
an imaginary Dora, a band of iron seized his own 
throat and held him fast. 

" How dare you t How dare you f " asked Mr. 

TOL. m. o 
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Templemore, shaking with anger; then recovering 
his composure, he said, not wlthout some shame at 
his own violence, " You may leave me now, 
Jacques." 

" And I can teil you I lef t him pretty quickly," 
was Jacqaes's comment as he related this incident 
to tbe porter the next morning. ^^For if ever 
man looked like* a tiger, it was our master as he 
held me then." 

Mr. Templemore remained alone in his wife's 
room, and locked himself up with this new trouble. 

He sat down and looked aroand him. Was 
this indeed the return to which he had looked for- 
ward? This cold, vacant Chamber bore no like- 
ness to that which his fancy had conjured up a 
few hours before in the theatre. Dust had gather- 
ed ou the mirror of the toilet-table, and thus told 
him how long it had ceased to reflect Dora's image. 
No token of her presence lingered about. It was 
as if Mr. Templemore had never seen her there, 
sleeping or waking. The very air of the unused 
apartment had grown chill. Ah ! this was not the 
meeting he had imagined as he came up the stair- 
case with a beating heart. Where were the tears 
and reproaches he was to silence with caresses ? 
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His wife was gone^ and, insupportable thoaghtl 
she was gone with just anger and bittemess in her 
heart against him. Was she innocent or guilty ? 
He did not think of that now. He only thought 
that he had forsaken her, and that she had gone 
alone through frightf ul danger and bitter sorrow. 
Where was he when the madwoman attempted her 
Kfel-when her mother'8 eyes closed in deathf 
His eyes grew dim, his lip quivered at the question. 
Oh ! fatal error, ever to have left her — fatal, and 
in one sense irreparable. She was his wife, the 
lawgave him füll power over her — hecould pursue 
the f ugitive and compel her returu ; bat could he 
make her forget that he had believed a mad- 
woman's story against her ? 

And these were not Mr. Templemore's only 
thoughts. If Fannjr^s assertion were to be be- 
lieved, his wife had gone to England after her 
mother^s death. What for, and to whom? 
Surely not to John Luan ! Yet Dora had no 
friends in England — at least, she had often said 
so. Then what took her there ? 

Mr. Templemore could not bear to wrong her 
in this matter. And yet the thought that she had 
gone to England, that she was near John Luan, 

02 
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that she had her cousin to comfort her in her sor- 
rowy and to sympathise with' her in her wrongs, 
was more than he could endure* It revived his 
lurking jealousy, and gave it both form and sub- 
stance. This young man loved Dora ; and it is 
not pleasanty even to the least jealous of husbands, 
to think that the wife whom he has injured re- 
ceives consolation from a rejeeted lover. And 
this had been going on for days and weekst 
The thought stung him. She was his wife, after 
all. What right had she to leave his home with- 
out a wordy spoken or written, and go to a stränge 
city and stay there T What right had she to ex- 
pose their domestic differences to the world by a 
flight he could not attempt to disguise ? Gradu- 
ally Mr. Templemore forgot the wrongs he had 
inflicted^ and only remembered those he had re- 
ceived. He remembered them; and with some- 
thing like wrath he resolved to set off for England 
atfincey foUow his wife^ and bring her back with- 
out delay. ^^ Whether she likes it or not she shall 
retum/' he thought^ ringing the bell angrily for 
Jacques, who had just fallen into a pleasant doze. 
^^ She shall retum to this house, which she should 
never have left." 
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But of all men Mr. Templemore was the last 
who could stifle the voice of conscience. He had 
left both his wife and bis bome. She bad onlj 
left tbe bouse wbence ber aunt bad been removed 
insane, wbence be bad banisbed ber motber, 
wbere not even bis cbild bad been trusted to ber 
care. 

"I bave been to blame," tbougbt Mr. Temple- 
more witb a sbarp remorsef ol pang ; ^^ but 1 will 
jnake amends — I will make amends." 

How many an erring beart bas uttered tbe 
words, and, alas ! to bow f ew tbe power to f ulfil 
tbem bas been granted ! 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

A DISTANT church clock was striking eleven 
-^ wheu Dr. John Luan tamed the corner of 
Bedford Square. He had scarcely walked a few 
Steps towards his dwelling when a hand was laid 
on his shoalder. He looked round sharply, and 
by the light of a gas-lamp he saw Mr. Temple- 
more. They had never met^ yet John Luan knew 
at once this was Dora's husband. 

" Good evening," gravely said Mr. Templemore. 
" I believe you know me. Your servant told me 
you are going away early to-morrow moming, so I 
shall not detain you long. My errand is quickly 
told. Mrs. Templemore forgot to leave her direc- 
tion when she went away from Les Boches. May 
I trouble you f or it f ' 

John Luan had got over the shock of unplea- 
sant astonishment he had feit on seeing Dora's 
husband^ but this abrupt demand startled him 
anew. 



j 
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*^ You want Dora's address f rom me T he said 
shaq)ly. 

" Why not ? You do not mean to say, I sup- 
pose, that jour cousin is here in London without 
your knowledge, Mr. Luan f " 

'^And do yoa mean to say that your wife is 
herein London without your knowledge, Mr. Tem- 
plemore f '* 

He spoke with bitter emphasis, bat Mr. Temple- 
more had come resolved not to lose his temper. 

^^ Am I likely to put such a question without 
need f " he said gravely. 

And so she had left him ! His cruelty and his 
unkindness had compelled her to leave her home 
and her husband. And her wronger now applied 
to the man whom he had robbed of his treasure 
for information conceming the spot where it lay 
concealed I John Luan's blood boiled within him 
*— but he was not given to express anger, and he 
only said with sulky bittemess, 

" I know nothing about your wife, Mr. Temple- 



more." 



He tumed to the house, as if to end the mat- 
ter ; but Mr. Templemore quietly stepped between 
him and the door. 
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" I will not be balked thus," he said doggedly. 
" I impute no wrong to her or to you, bat you 
know her address, and I will have it !" 

" You impute no wrong," repeated John Luan, 
in great indignation ; " and pray what wrong could 
there be f just teil me that, sir. And, moreover, 
what do you mean by Coming to me to ask for 
your wifet Ask her mother — ask Mrs. Oourtenay 
where she is, and do not trouble me with a matter 
in which I have no concern." 

"Doctor John Luan," said Mr. Templemore, 
with some disdain, ^' Mrs. Courtenay is dead, and 
I daresay you know it." 

" Dead I" repeated John Luan, with such genu- 
ine amazement that Mr. Templemore's heart feil. 
If the young man did not know that, he knew no- 
thing. Where, then, was Dora ? 

The same question seemed to ofFer itself to the 
mind of Dora's cousin. He turned almost fiercely 
on Mr. Templemore. 

" Where is she ?" he said. " When and how did 
my aunt die? Where is Dora?" 

" I was away at the time," answered Mr. Tem- 
plemore, briefly ; " I believe Mrs. Courtenay died 
in England, but I have no certainty." 
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" And why were you away I" tauntingly asked 
John Luan. " What I married a fortnight, and 
away so long that your mother-in-law is dead, and 
your wife has vanished when you return ?" 

" Why I went away your mother might have 
told you," bitterly answered Mr. Templemore ; 
*' but let that rest. I did not come here to account 
to you for matters of which you are no judge. 
You say you do not know where Dora is. Be it 
so. You can give me no information, and I have 
nothing to teil you." 

He lef t him as he spoke thus ; but John Luan 
soon overtook him. . 

"Have you nothing to teil me?" he said, losing 
all self-control in the bitterness of his f eelings ; 
" but maybe I have something to say to you. I 
teil you, sir, that if Dora does not soon appear, I 
shall hold you guilty of her fate, whatever that 
may be. I teil you there is a great fear upon me, 
and that if this double grief should have proved 
too much for her, I shall hold you guilty before 
God and man !" 

" A fear — what fear I" asked Mr. Templemore, 
whg was almost as angry as John Luan now. 

" You know what fear," was the taunting reply, 
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^ for jon f eel it too. Yoa know what fear, f or it 
brougfat you here to qaesdon me. I saj it agam, 
if it prove tne, I shall hold yoa gniltj.** 

He walked away abmptly, and Mr. Templemore 
did not follow him. 

^ I snppose he has a toach of his mother^s mad- 
nes," he thonght, trying to conqner his wrath by 
scom. 

He feit angry, and nothing eke. The fear John 
Loan had alluded to could take no hold npon 
him. That Dora had left him in anger, he knew — 
that she coald have left him in the despair which 
leads to the darkest end of a human life, he would 
not admit for a moment, and as he too walked 
away in bot indignation, he wondered that John 
Luan should have dared to suggest a close so 
cmel to Dora's brief wedded life. Bat if Mr. 
Templemore rejected with anger and scom this 
tortaring conjecture, he was füll of perplexity and 
grief as he walked home to his hotel. He knew 
nothingy he had learned nothing, and he feit 
powerless. Beason, philosophy, and will had lost 
their boasted power over him now. The wife 
whom he had so injudiciously left had fled from 
him, and he knew not how to conjure her back, 
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how to charm away the sorrows he had caused, 
how to prevent the troubles, and perhaps the dan- 
gers, that might beset her path. He knew that if 
he could find her she would forgive him — ^he did 
not doubt that one moinent ; only where was the 
f ugitive, and how far had she fled I Bat if Mr. 
Templemore feit troubled and perplexed, he did 
not feel despondent. 

Money is a great magician, and he knew it. 
Money will unveil the most closely-guarded secrets, 
and light up some of society's darkest and most 
bidden nqoks. It is the Sesame before which 
doors fly open, or at whose bidding they close 
again with inexorable sternness. And money Mr. 
Templemore had. With money he could soon be 
on her track, and arrest her flight. He was of a 
sangaine disposition, and he now feit certain of 
success. Perhaps he was rather pleased, after all, 
not to have found his wife through the medium of 
her Cousin. Perhaps it was more soothing to his 
pride to have to go and seek and pacify her him- 
self, than to have found her with scarcely an 
e£Fort, but through that young man's means. 
However well he might think of Dora, it was 
not to John Luan's care that he would have 
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consigned her. But the fact that she had not 
sought this young man, who, though a lover, was 
also her only relative, showed Mr. Templemore 
that his wife was still all his. Her grief would 
admit no comforter, and had no need to be 
spoken. She could make a dreary companion of 
it, and take it with her to solitude. 

*^ I shall soon find her," thought Mr. Temple- 
more, as he paced his room up and down, for he 
was too restless for sleep ; " she is either in Paris 
or in London. In either city money will com- 
mand men whose scent, quickened by greed, is 
keener than that tof bloodhounds, and who will de- 
tect her ref uge, however close it may be. I shall 
soon find her, in a week — in ten days, perhaps — 
in a fortnight, at the utmost." 

He looked out of the window on the gas-lit 
streets ; he longed to deteet a greyness in the 
black sky and be gone ; but time and tide, which 
wait for no man, will also hurry their course for 
none. All Mr. Templemore's impatience only 
made the night seem more tedious, and took not 
one second's weight from its feverish hours. At 
length day came, and with it departure. The 
train flew through the country, the steamboat 
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crossed the sea ; a few hours more, and Mr. Tem- 
plemore, after stopping on a needful errand in 
Ronen, entered Les Roches. He met Jacques as 
hr was going up the steps that led to the porch. 
A look at the man's face told Mr. Templemore 
that Jacques had no news for him. He put no 
questions, but said briefly — 

" I expect a visitor this evening er to-morrow. 
Show him in at once, no matter what the hour 
may be." 

He entered the house, and said no more ; but 
Jacques knew very well what this meant, and 
when he went down to the kitchen, he commented 
upon his master^s domestic misfortunes to the cook 
and the two housemaids, whom he found there. 
" Monsieur had just come back," he said, " and he 
had looked at him, Jacques, so." 

And as .the gif t, or, at least, the taste for acting 
was strong upon Jacques, he rolled his eyes in 
imitation of his master, and beut them on the cook 
in a wav that horrified her. 

" You are hideous, Monsieur Jacques," she said 
— " do not, you are hideous 1" 

" I am only showing you how Monsieur looked," 
composedly replied Jacques ; " upon which I 
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looked 80," he added, patting on, with consider- 
able snccess, the stolid, immovable face of a well- 
bred servant-man. 

The Cook looked at him with more favoor, and 
Said he was quite ^^eomme ilfatU^ when he looked 
**so." 

Jacqaes reoeived the praise with profoand in- 
difference (cook was forty -five), and continaed his 
imitation of his mastei^s looks, appearance, and 
language, ending with the significant comment, 
^^ And so, as he could not find Madame, he has 
sent the police af ter her. The ' agent ' is Coming 
this evening, and I am to show him in, no matter 
at what hoor of the night." 

This interesting piece of information cansed 
some excitement in the minds of Jacqaes' three 
listeners. There never yet was a household with- 
out its factions, and Mr. Templemore's had been 
divided ever since his wife's flight had made his 
domestic tronbles a subject of disconrse amongst 
his senrants. Jacqaes, the cook, and one of the 
hoasemaids, did not approve of Dora's elevation ; 
the younger hoasemaid, on the contrary, admired 
so laadable a precedent, and gave it her wärmest 
sanction. On hearing of the police agent, she 
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set up an indignant scream, and exclaimed that it 
was ** une horreur /" 

^^ Stop, stopy Mademoiselle, stop/' dabionsly said 
JacqneSy wlio wished to impress this young ladj 
with the extent of a husband's rights — hoping he 
might have to exercise them over her some day — 
to carb her ambition, which he considered danger- 
oos, and yet, oh I difficolt task, not to offend her. 
''Stop, I beg. If Monsieur has, as there is no 
doubt, the right to get his wife brought back by 
gendarmeSy so has he the right to have her f ound out 
by an * agent.' The only thing is, are they mar- 
riedt Bich gentlemen do not marry goyemesses 
every day. There was no weiiding. We saw 
nothing, and there may be nothing. Her aunt 
wanted to kill her, her cousin has a brain-fever, 
her mother dies, and she runs away. I say again, 
are they married ? Who saw it? — who knows of it ?" 

This daring hypothesis silenced them all for a 
moment. Jacques resumed composedly : 

'* My belief is that poor Mademoiselle, who was 
a good young lady in her way, promised her poor 
mother to behave better — and so she ran away." 

The young housemaid, who had recovered by 
this, indignantly declared she did not believe a 
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Word Jacques had been saylng, and asked, wlth 
considerable asperity, what rigbt Monsieur had to 
send gendarmes and poIice agents after Madame 
if she were not bis wif e ? This logic being irre- 
f utable^ was met bj Jacques with tbe masculine 
reply, *^ that women, though highly gifted, did not 
know how to reason ;" and a quarrel, in which cook 
took her share, followed, and led to a considerable 
delaj in the hour of Mr. Templemore's dinner. 

He little though t, as he was pacing bis study up 
and down in a fever of expectation and anxiety, 
waiting for news with alternatives of hope and 
fear, that he was acting bis sad part just then to 
entertain, interest, and excite bis own servants. 
They are the first spectators of that drama in which, 
at some time or other of existence, we all appear, 
for the benefit of our contemporaries. Whether 
they stand behind a chair in a black coat, or move 
about a villa in white cap and apron, they 
have the best places in all that wide audience which 
looks on so coolly whilst we strive and suffer. 0hl 
fcfr the privilege of silence and solitude in these sad 
hours of life ; for the rigbt of hiding our agony, as 
the wild beast hides its death, in some dark hole 
or other. But f rom the days of tbe Boman Empe- 
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ror downwards, life and deatfa are transacted on 
the System of fame or approbation. "Farewell, 
and clap your hands !" says a dying Caesar, when 
his part is out ; and the very wretch on the scafFold 
dies not for himself alone. He dies for the crowd, 
f or the xeporters, for the newpapers, for that world 
which will coolly read of, or which beholds his last 
pangs with a callous and a curious eye. And he 
knows it and does his best. The evil is beyond 
remedy, and we generally put a good face upon it. 
Ignorance, besides, helps us to endurance. We 
rarely know the precise spot or hour when privacy 
ceases and publicity begins. Human pity allows 
US a few illusions, and we may hug ourselves on 
the hiding of a pain which is world-known all the 
time. Mr. Templemore knew in a general "way 
that his servants must be very busy with his con- 
cems just then, but he little knew how far their 
comments extended. It surely would have added 
a new sting to his lot if he could have heard the 
construction Jacques put on his young wife's flight. 
And yet some of these comments showed Jacques 
to be gifted with the acuteness of his class. On 
the afternoon of the next day a handsome florid 
man was shown into Mr. Templemore's study. 

VOL. in. p 
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He stayed five minates, no more, yet so potent was 
bis visit in its effects, that half an hoor after bis 
departure Mr. Templemore was sitting in a railwaj- 
carriage, going on to Paris at express speed. In 
bis rigbt band be held a scrap of paper, wbicb be 
read again and again. It ran tbns : 

^ On tbe tbird of July a ladj in deep moumingy 
witb ber veil closely drawn over ber face, entered 
tbe Ronen Station, and took one first-class ticket 
f or Paris. Tbe bidy wbo delivers tbe tickets conld 
not See ber well, bnt feels snre tbat sbe was young. 
Sbe also noticed tbis stränge lady's rigbt band ; it 
was ungloved, small, and remarkably pretty. Sbe 
likewise remembers tbat tbe lady wore a pecnliar 
ring — a small gold serpent, witb an emerald bead." 

Tbat ring Mr. Templemore remembered well. 
Trne, it migbt bave been lost or stolen, and its 
testimony conld not be trnsted absolntely, bat tbe 
pretty band be bad so often admired, and wbicb 
none could see and forget again, convinced bim 
tbat tbis was Dora. Tbis mucb be tberefore knew, 
but be knew no more. Wbat bad bappened daring 
tbat week wbicb bad elapsed from tbe day on 
wbicb Dora left Les Bocbes to tbe tbird of July ? 
Where was Mrs. Courtenay t Was sbe living, or 
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dead, as Fanny had said? Where was eveu 
Fanny ? And what took Dora to Paris ? These 
were questions which the florid gentleman had 
candidly declared himself unable to answer. With 
the clue in his hands — a frail one — Mr. Temple- 
more was to find his wife in the great human 
ocean towards which he was speeding. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

rpHE hot sunset was filling the busy streets of 
-*- Paris with a fiery glow, which shot up to their 
highest balconieSy and turned the trees in the 
Tuileries into bronze and gold, when Mr. Tem- 
plemore entered onee more the Hotel Rue de 
Rivoli, which he had left three evenings before. 
No other occupant had claimed his rooms, and he 
returned to them as a matter of course. He found 
on the table a torn newspaper he had left there, 
and in a drawer some eigars which he had for- 
gotten. The arm-chair was as he had placed it, 
near the window, and when he sat down in it, his 
eyes beheld the same bright scene they had gazed 
on an hour before he went out on the Boulevards. 
The children and nursery-maids trooping out of 
the Imperial gardens, the tight little sentinel look- 
ing at them as they passed, the roll of carriages be- 
low, the loungers, all seemed as much the same, as 
unchanged as the glittering front of the palace itself, 
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and the rieh inasses of trees, with a white statue 
gleaming through their sombre depths, or the glim- 
mer of a f ountain shining f ar away. Nothiug was 
altered ss^ve his own mood. He had beheld these 
things with a cold, drearj gaze, the gaze of a man 
whom love and life have wronged, and who cannot 
forgive his wrongers. He looked at them now with 
the feverish impatience of one who has wrought 
his own undoing^ who has cast the rare pearl of 
happiness away, and who knows not whether this 
world's deep and troubled sea will ever yield it 
back again. 

What if days, weeks, months, nay, years should 
pass, and he should not find Dora I It was possi- 
ble. Cruel and torturing was the thought. It 
seemed to pierce his flesh like a sharp arrow, and ^ 
make it quiver with the pain. And he was power- 
less. He might employ suchagents as he had already 
used, bat by his own efforts he could not hope to 
succeed. Regret and baffled hope were his com- 
panions now, and with their sad soci^ty he must 
be content. Day after day memory would haunt 
him with a fair face, and bright hair, and the soft 
look of deep grey eyes; and in the meanwhile time 
woald wither, and death might destroy them — and 
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what oould be do! The thoogfat had something 
so cmd and tantalizinor in it, that, nnable to bear 
hy Mr. TempIemoiB took bis bat and went onft. 

He knew it was too late, thaft bis orand was a 
uaele» one, jet be entered tbe gardens, passed 
thioogb tbem, w^it np tbe qnavs, tb«i crossed one 
of tbe bridges^ and aoon fonnd bimself at tbe dnll 
bailding wbeie tbe Paiisian Police sits in State. 
Bat as Mr. Templemore bad expected, tbe bigb 
official wbom be wanted to see was gone, all tbe 
Offices, indeed, weie closed, and tbe conderge in- 
formed '^Monsiear tbat he bad best retnm tbe 
next moming at ten." 

Twilight was fiUing tbe streets as Mr. Temple- 
more tnmed away ; a f ew pale stars sbone in tbe 
Sommer skj, a faint breath of freshness came on 
the air, windows which had been closed daring tbe 
heat of the daj now opened, and laagbing girls 
and women looked oat. Bat to Mr. Templemore 
all was Texation, all was weariness of spirit. The 
noble river flowing throagh its qaays, tbe distant 
towers of Notre Dame rising dark in the hazy air, 
the palaces and gardens and lines of trees f ading 
away in tbe soft heights behind which lay Saint 
Cload, the vast, mormaring dty below, the calm 
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and silent heavens above, were nothing to him now. 
A thought was on him^ consaming as a quenchless 
thirst. That passion which had risen so suddenly in 
his heart, which he had thrust away from him with 
cruel and remorseless power, now came back to 
him as the chastisement of his double faithlessness. 
He had loved two women, and he had been quite 
true to neither. He had forgotten his betrothed 
in his wife, and he had visited on his wife the sin 
of that forgetfulness. Yes, he knew it well 
enough now. Shame at his own weakness had 
helped to make him so prompt to judge and con- 
demn. He knew it, and what availed the know- 
ledge t — what good came of it through that dreary 
evening and long, sleepless night! 

By ten the next morning, Mr. Templemore had 
Seen the high official whose assistance he needed, 
and before noon he had received information to the 
effect that, on the night of the 3rd of July, a lady, 
who gave the name of Templemore, had slept at 
the Hotel du Parc, Rue de la Vigne, which she 
had left the next morning. It was useless to go 
and seek her there, yet Mr. Templemore could not 
resist the temptation of trying to find out some- 
thing beyond this meagre intelligence. 
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they remembered no more. Mr. Templeraore tor- 
mented them all for an hour, and could get nothing 
eise out of them. At length the waiter lost pati- 
ence, and hinted that " Monsieur had better apply 
to the police," and, sick at heart, Mr. Temple- 
more turned away f rom that house which had shel- 
tered his wife for one night, and kept no trace of 
her presence save that written token. One thing, 
however, was beyond doubt, Dora had come to Paris 
alone. " Her mother is dead," he thought. 

He went back at once to the high official whom 
he had seen that morning ; and again, on sending 
in his Card, he was adraitted to the presence of a 
gentleman whose cheerfnl, good-humoured coun- 
tenance gave not the faintest index to the nature 
of his professional duties. Surely those mild blue 
eyes might linger lazily over the daily papers, 
"Figaro" in especial, and take in accounts of 
theatres, dancers' quarreis, and the rest ; but they 
had never gazed down the depths of social vice 
and crime. Such was the impression Mr. Tem- 
plemore had received in the morning, and so streng 
was it still, that he reluctantly entered anew on 
the matter that had brought him. 

" I acted on the information you kindly sent 
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me," he said, sitting down with a wearied sigh; 
*' it certainly was my wife who slept on the tliird of 
July at the Hotel du Parc ; bat she spent only one 
night there, and I can ascertain no more." 

" Well, we know no more/' said the high official, 
smiling ; *^ we told you so." 

" Yes ; but sarely you will be able to learn more 
than this f " urged Mr, Templemore. 

" Oh ! of course — with time." 

The qualification was thrown in carelessly, as it 
were ; but it made Mr. Templemore bend his keen- 
est look on the man before him. 

'* I have great confidence in the Parisian police," 
he said, watching the high official, who leaned 
back in his arm-chair, and nodded every now and 
then a sort of assent to Mr. Templemore's words. 
" Their subtlety is unrivalled — nothing can equal 
their keenness when on the scent, save their dogged 
pertinacity in pursuit." 

" Very handsome and compHmentary," said the 
high official, smiling again, " and yet very true. 
Our men are first-rate, and not all French," he 
added. " We are cosmopolitan, sir." 

" And I feel no doubt of success in the present 
case," continued Mr. Templemore. 
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^^ Nor do I ; bat I anticipate delay. I suspect 
we shall be stopped bj the caniage, as osaal." 

" By the carriage T' 

^^ Yes, in all cases of mysterions disappearance, 
there is invariably a carriage. Yoa see, since 
fiacr^ got their liberty, we have lost cur right 
band, I may say. To be sare, they are, or oaght 
to be, nnmbered; bat the night vehicles often 
evade the law. How did we know that the lady 
went straight from the Havre Station to the Hotel 
da Parct By the cabman! Bat, anlackily, no 
cabman can be found to say that he took her away 
on the next morning. Yet it is very certain that 
she only spent one night there." 

'^Perhaps she took a porter," suggested Mr. 
Templemore, " and went on f oot ?" 

" No porter in the neighboarhood knows any- 
thing aboat her," replied the high official, who 
seemed perfectly conversant with every particalar 
of the case. " We shall have hard work, sir — 
hard work. It is not easy to find people who are 
either unwilling or unable to help as." 

"Unablel" said Mr. Templemore; **in what 
sense, may I.ask?" 

*' We have now several cases of mysterions dis- 
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appearance on band," evasively replied the high 
official, "and they are all utterly inexplicable. 
Take this, for instance, which I shall call number 
öne. A foreign nobleman of high rank, free from 
debt or embarrassment of any kind, so far as our 
knowledge extends, leaves bis hotel one fine Sum- 
mer moming, and returns no more. He goes out 
ön foot, but is seen driving in a common fiacre an 
hour later. This, and no more, is all the know- 
ledge we have of bis movements. His servants 
can give no clue, his relatives know nothing ; and 
yesterday his landlord sold his carriages, his borses, 
and his f urniture, to cover the rent, which happens 
to be high. Where is that young man ? Is he 
hiding, and if so, for what reason ? Is he dead, 
and how came he by his death ? These, sir, are 
matters on which the keenest search has given us 
no sort of information." 

Mr. Templemore looked impatient. 

" A young man's freak," he said. 

« Very likely ; but number two has another com- 
plexion. An Indian merchant sends his wife, his 
sister, and his two children to Paris. The wife is 
young — not beautiful — pious and charitable — a 
fond wife and a fonder mother. Her life is spent 
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in the greatest retirement. She seldom goes out 
alone. Well, sir, on an unlucky day, when the 
sister-in-law is out, the youDg wife goes out too — 
on business, she teils her maid — and she never 
comes back. Weeks and months are devoted to 
the dosest search, and we cannot find one trace of 
her — not one. Did she go out on some chari- 
table errandy and fall into some dreadful trap, or 
was she a f also wife T Heaven knows, sir ; we do 
not — but I forgot to teil you that she sent for a 
carriage — a commonßacre — and that we can find 
no trace of the same." 

Drops of Perspiration were standing on Mr. 
Templemore's forehead. 

** You spoke of a trap, sir — allow me to suggest 
that you thus pay a poor compliment to the Paris- 
ian police. Surely all evil-doers are under her 
special control and notice." 

The high of&cial smiled. 

" I doubt, sir, if you imagine how f ar that no- 
tice and control extend. What will you think, 
sir, when I teil you that we have not merely the 
most accurate description of our black sheep over 
all France, but that, thanks to Caselli's telegraphic 
apparatus, their portraits and their autographs, sir, 
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can be sent in a few moments to no matter what 
remote or obscare Station." 

" Then what trap can be feared T" impatiently 
asked Mr. Templemore. 

'^ We find some cases inexplicable on any other 
hypothesis. Take Number Three, the last case with 
which I shall trouble you. A gentleman of mid- 
die age, of retired babits and literary tastes, hold- 
ing a responsible tbough not lucrative position, 
suddenly declares that he must take a short joar- 
ney on some private business. He takes little or 
no luggage with him ; he is known to have but a 
small sum of money in his possession ; he even 
leaves or forgets a handred francs on the table in 
his room, and still, declaring that he shall not be 
more than twenty-four hours away, he enters a 
cab, which he had himself secared on his way 
home from his of&ce to his private residence. 
The cabmau no doubt knew whither to drive, for 
though the conderge stood at the door to listen, 
the man received no direction within her hearing. 
From that day to this we have not been able to 
get the least knowledge of Number Three. And 
do you know who Number Three was, sir t" asked 
the high official, rising, and laying his band on 
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Mr. Templemore's arm ; ** he was one of the chief 
men in our telegraphic ofBce — the very man, sir, 
at whose Suggestion the Caselli apparatus was first 
adapted to the detection of criminals." 

If the high official had told Mr. Templemore all 
this to damp Mr. Templemore's ardour, and pre- 
pare him for ultimate defeat, he succeeded. Mr. 
Templemore looked tumed to stone, and unable 
to speak. A trap ! — for to that fearf ul Suggestion 
his mind reverted— a trap in which his young wife 
might have fallen ! — a trap so deep down in the 
dark nether world of crime, that, living or dead, it 
would never restore her to Hght ! Was anything 
so sickening, so frightf ul possible T He could not 
believe it, and with a streng effort he shook off 
the loathsome thought, and said, firmly, 

" Excuse me, sir, if I teil you that in this great 
— this civilized city, perfect concealment of crime 
is next to impossible." 

" For ever, very true ; but for a time justice 
can be baffled. In the three cases I have men- 
tioned we have found no corpses. The Morgue 
has told US nothing, the river has yielded back no 
victim, the lime-kilns and stone-quarries, which 
abound round Paris, as you may know, have been 
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searched in vain, the vast sewers in tWs city have 
not screened the dead — in short, we are compelled 
to conclude that these missing persons have fled, 
and are hiding willingly, or that they have been 
foully dealt with, and buried in some hidden spot, 
That they may have been conveyed away forcibly 
is just possible, but wholly improbable." 

" May I ask which you consider the more likely 
hypothesis of the two ?" inquired Mr. Templemore, 
as calmly as he conld. 

" I consider the chances equal. Crime is but 
too frequent, as we all know ; and we all know, 
too, that seemingly unruffled lives often hide 
something which may make flight needful. The 
motive is not always apparent, but it exists, for all 
that. However, in this case we will for the pre- 
sent take a third hypothesis — that of ill-luck. A 
letter may have been written which you did not 
receive; some designing or foolish person may 
have broken the chain of evidence, and wantonly 
given US all this work, but it does not follow that 
we may not find the missing link again. We may 
find it to-day, or, maybe, in three weeks. Our 
agents are keen, cool, and steady, and we spend 
five millions a year." 

VOL. ni. Q 
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He ceased, and Mr. Templemore, after a brief 
paase, which showed bim that he had no more to 
learn, rose slowly and took his leave. Bat un- 
i^alitj was around him^ and walked in his Steps. 
The streets, the houses in them, the men and wo- 
men whom he met, were all shadowy and dim. 
He had but one thought, and that was tortare ; 
but little by little the morbid and unnatural fear 
vanished. No, Dora had neither been kidnapped 
nor ensnared. She had fled from him in resent- 
ment, and it might be hard to find her again ; but 
find her he must. He was sure of it — even as 
sure as that he could charm away her wrath. 

By the time Mr. Templemore reached his hotel, 
he was as sanguine and as hopef ul as ever, The 
event seemed to justify his anticipations. That 
very evening he received news from the police 
which made him flush up with joy. He seized 
his hat, went downstairs, and left the hotel with- 
out saying a word to anyone. 

And now the high ofBcial had an exeellent op- 
portunity, if he chose to avail himself of it, to add 
Number Four to the list of his mysterious disap- 
pearances. Mr. Templemore did not return that 
night, nor the next morning, nor for days that 
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lengthened into weeks. He had left his trunk, his 
carpet-bag, his books, and even some money behind 
hira, so great had been his haste, and still he 
neither returned, nor wrote, nor gave any clue to 
his whereabouts. 

The niaster of the hotel was at first satisfied with 
scoring down the absent lodger^s rooms to his ac- 
eount, but when a whole fortnight had passed by 
he cleared the apartments of Mr. Templemore's 
property, let them to other guests, and went and laid 
the whole matter before the police. 

The police knew he was not in Paris, but they 
knew no more; the story spread and created a 
Sensation, then it became a legend of the hotel, and 
still Mr, Templemore did not return. 
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CHAPTEK XV. 

i S there can be nothing in this world which does 
-^^ not belong to some one, so the legend of ^fr. 
Templemore's disappearance was eari j appropriated 
and peitinacionsly retained by the concierge in bis 
late hotel. He had bat one waj of deÜTering it, 
bnt tbat was effective. WheneTer a new-comer 
entered bis comfortable room, and made inqniries 
conceming apartments to be bad, tbe concierge 
wonld ejaculate thoughtf ullj : "Why, yes, there 
is Nnmber Seven, the apartment of tbe poor gentle- 
man who vanished so m jsterionsly ; bat did yoa 
say one room, sir ? Then Namber Seven will not 
do ; better have Number Fif teen," 

Paris was very basy just then with mysterioas 
disappearances. Number Three had been foand 
drowned in England, bat how he had come by 
that fatal end no one coald say. It might be a 
suicide — it might be worse. A mystery it was, 
and woald probably remain tili the great Jadgment 
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Day — the revealer of all secrets. Now, the owner 
of Mr. Templemore's legend cherished the secret 
hope that it woold have some such tragic ending. 
Thus — Part the First: a mystery. Part the 
Second : Clearing of the mystery by a second mys- 
tery, never to be cleared on any account. 

Bat it was not to be. A traveller came one 
af ternoon, a sceptical traveller, a Thomas of Dydy- 
mus, who sharply interrupted the legend, and de- 
nied it peremptorily, and asked ^^ what ridiculous 
Story this was t" 

"Monsieur!" indignantly exclaimed the con- 
cierge ; bat he sai^ no more. He stared with open 
mouth and eyes at the stranger, in whom he recog- 
nized Mr. Templemore himself. He was much 
wom, and looked haggard, but his identity could 
not be disputed, and thus ended Number Four and 
the legend. 

Trouble and Mr. Templemore had been closely 
acquainted since we saw him last. Acting on in- 
formation from the police, which convinced him 
that he had at length found his wife, Mr. Temple- 
more had gone to a boarding-house in Passy, and 
asked to see Mrs. Fester, exactly a qaarter of an 
hour after that lady had gone to England» He 



n^^Mj w^ 



230 ;doba. 

foUowed her at oace, bat reacbed the Station teil 
minates after the departare of the train. He took 
.an espress train, but the same ill-luckpursaedhim. 
Tbere was ao accidenty the train was delayed two 
liours^ and when Mr. Templemore reached Boa- 
logne, he coold see from the pier the smoke of a 
Bteamer f ading away on i;he horizon. Mrs. Foater, 
he learned withont a doubt, was on board. 

This was bat the first step in a keen porsoit, 
which ended in blank disappointment. For several 
weeks Mr. Templemore was on the unknown Mrs« 
Foster^s track ; then she suddenly vanished, and 
was fonnd no more. Was sh^ really Doraf He 
did not even know that; he knew nothing, he 
could iearn nothing. If the grave had received 
bis wife, she conld scarcely have vanished mope 
completely than this from all knowledge of the 
living. No one had seen, no one seemed ever to 
have known her. It was as if the being who was 
so dear to him had lived for himself alone, for Mr. 
Templemore could find no token of her vacant 
place* To bave vanished was for Dora to have 
been forgotten. 

Wearied and disbeartened, Mr. Templemoie 
retuiT^d to Paris, and, even before going to his 
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hotel, called again upon the bigh official ; but tbat 
geDtleman was out of town, and in bis stead Mr. 
Templemore found a nervoas little man^ wbo knew 
notbingy wbo would say notbing, and wbo was 
evidently most anxious to get rid of bis visitor. 

He would place tbe matter in tbe bands of 
Durand ; Durand wiä sure to know everytbing 
about it ; Durand would call upon Mr. Temple- 
more, and save bim tbe trouble of Coming again. 
Yes, Durand would be sure to call and teil bim, 
even if tbere was notbing to teil. It was useless 
to insist, and tbougb burning witb secret indigna- 
tion and impatience, Mr. Templemore bad to sub- 
mit and take bis leave. 

For two days be waited. But no Monsieur 
Durand appeared. No letter, no message even,. 
came to set at rest tbe fever in wbicb be lived. 
On tbe evening of tbe second day^ Mr. Temple- 
more, wbo bad not left bis room, went out, but be 
could not stay away more tban a few minutes. 
He turned back as eager as if be bad been away 
on a long joumey, and expected news on bis re- 
tum. He entered tbe lodge of tbe concierge, and 
looking at bim searcbingly^ be said, 

«Noletterr 
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^None for MoDfienr." 

^And nomuaagdV* 

''None of anj kind; Monaieiuv'' added the con- 
cterge, lookiog injtued, ^has beea goae three mia- 
ute».'* 

^ I did not ask 70a how long I had been gone," 
replied Mr. Templemorey with a sort of fieroeness 
— «) the conderge calledit— in bis looks, which 
greatlj affionted that dignitarjr, UnoonsdooSy 
perhaps^ of the asperity of his replj, Mr. Temple- 
more went back to bis apartment. 

^^ I miut renew the search on mj own aocoant,'* 
he thoaghty as he paced bis room np and down, 
^^ even thongh I f ail again, and allow myself to be 
led away by a mere ignia fatutu ; the search itself 
will relieve me, and tbis waiting, tbis saspense, is 
maddening.'* 

He had scarcely come to tbb conclosion when 
be beard a low tap at bis door. 

'^ Come in/' be said^ with a sudden beating of 
the beart^ that came from neither hope nor fear, 
but that partook of botb. 

The door opened^ and a low tbin man, with a 
bündle ander bis arm, entered the room. 

'^ Are yott Monsieur Durand!" 
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** I am, sir " 

*^ Have you found her t" 

" I have not exactly found the lady, sir, but I 
bring some Information about the lady," 

Mr. Templemore's face feil. He wanted Dora, 
If they had her not, he cared little about their In- 
formation. 

Monsieur Durand resumed, composedly : 

'^ Something was astray, too, and so I could not 
come at once." 

" What have you got there t What do you come 
to teil me ?" 

Mr. Templemore spoke hastily. This Monsieur 
Durand was hateful to him. He was a pale, thin 
man, with restless eyes, and as Mr. Templemore 
met their look, he could not help thinking that if, 
instead of seeking out the f ugitive to bring her 
back to the fondness of a repentant husband, 
their task had been to hunt her down to shame 
er death, they would have done it without shrink- 
ing and remorse. 

Whether Monsieur Durand guessed or not the 
feeling with which he was regarded by Mr. Tem- 
plemore, he preserved his composure, and replied 
very calmly. 
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^'An Engliflh lady in monming, young and 
pretty, lived in a f omished room, let by the owner 
of a brie-ä-brcte shop. Säe de la Seq>e. She was 
Madame Smith/' 

He looked at Mr. Templemore. 

^ Well,'' be Said impatiently, ** Madame Smitb 
bas lef t the place, I suppose f " 

^Oh! yes, she haa left it. And after she left a 
yoong Englishman came and inquired after b» — 
a good deal ; I snppose it was not Monsieur f " 

The blood roshed np into Mr. Templemore's face. 

^^A gentlemani what gentlemanf* he asked 
abarply, for he thought of John Luan. 

Bat Monsieur Durand's knowledge did not ex- 
tend thus far. He shook bis head — be could not 
telL 

^ Well, and what about Madame Smith f ' asked 
Mr. Templemore, after a brief pause, ^' for I sup- 
pose you have something to teil me." 

^ I have, sir," and Monsieur Durand began un- 
tying the bündle. He drew f orth a woman's dress, 
black, but dreadfuUy rumpled, and he inquired "if 
Monsieur knew that ?" 

'' It is impossible for me to know it," replied 
Mr. Templemore ; ^Hhat mouming — if it belongs 



to my wife — was purchased whilst I was away." 
" And linen — would Monsieur know linen I" 
Mr. Templemore saw Monsieur Durand's handjs 
f umble at something white. 

^' The mark will teil us/' he eaid, eagerly a{>- 
.proaching. 

" Ah ! there is none, unluckily," remarked Motb- 
flieur Durand ; ^^ look !" and he showed him that 
^e mark had been cut out. 

"Then how can I tellf impatiently iisked Mr. 
Templemore. "What are these things? — ^how 
did you get them I" 

" I will teil Monsieur directly how they came 
into the hands of the police ; but I may remark, 
first, that the linen is fine, and that the dress, 
thongh spoiled, is almost new, and was expensive. 
And now I will teil Monsieur all about them. 
That Madame Smith to whom they belonged took 
the room in the Bue de la Serpe several weeks 
ago. She was in mourning ; she spoke little and 
cried of ten. A week after taking her room she 
left it one evening, and never came back. Her 
trunk was empty, but her rent had been paid in 
advance, so her landlady had nothing to say. On 
that same evening, however — that is to say^ the 
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waken this slamberer frotn her charmed sleq). 
She was locked in it for ever and for erer. 

Was it thas t he thought. Perhaps not^ but it 
was thu8 he feit in the first bitter agony of that 
moment. ** Oh I my God, can it be she f " he ex- 
elaimed, with parched lips — " can it be she t" 

The doubt following on awful certainty was a 
Bort of exquisite relief. For this dead woman 
might not be Dora after all. A dreadf ul past^ a 
bitter story, might have led her to a despairing 
death, and she might not be his wife. Perhaps 
even she was not so very much like her. Surely 
there had been nothing — nothing which conld 
drive Dora to despair like thist He looked again, 
but he was not calm enough to see well ; there 
was a mist in his eyes, his band shook, he dreaded 
that fatal resemblance ; but his will, which was a 
strong one, prevailed and conquered that weakness. 
Once more he saw that image, and oh ! how he 
blessed Heaven from the fulncss of his heart — it 
already secmed less like ! 

"This lady was older than my wife," said Mr. 
Templemore ; " older and thinner," 

" Photographs make people look old," remarked 
Monsieur Durand. 
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" She was older than my wife," persisted Mr. 
Templemore, almost angrily; "besides, I cannot 
trust a photograph— -every one knows that light, 
that Position, that the slightest accident can pro- 
duce a complete change in a face, dead or living." 

He looked defiantly at Monsieur Durand, who 
did not answer one word. He had not come to 
argue or to convince. All this was nothing to him. 
Opposition could have made Mr. Templemore vow 
that this dead woraan had never been his wife ; but 
this cold silence threw him back on dreadful un-> 
certainty. 

" Is that all 1" he asked feverishly ; " is there no 
more ?— do you know no more ?" 

"No more," laconically echoed Monsieur Du- 
rand ; " I went to the Rae de la Serpe to learn 
something before I came to Monsieur, but there 
was nothing." 

" What colour was her hair of t" suddenly asked 
Mr. Templemore. 

Monsieur Durand looked annoyed. " Brown, I 
believe ; but they were very negligent, I am sorry 
to say — they took none," 

Monsieur Durand said this in a tone which im- 
plied plainly that if the ca^e had been in his hands. 



240 BOBA. 

80 important a link in the chain of evidence wonld 
never have been broken. 

There was a brief panse, then Mr. Templemore 
Said, ''Take me to that Kne de la Serpe." 

Monsienr Dorand bowed, and said not a word. 
He was one of the modern slaves of the lamp, and 
to obey the niaster of the lamp — namely, the owner 
and dispenser of a certain amoant of Napoleons — 
was bis dntj. 

It is easj to denj ; bat, alas I denial is not alwajs 
unbelief. 

Mr. Templemore followed bis conductor, and 
feit in a sort of Stupor. Could bis keen and 
anxioos search for a loved and living wife end thus 
in the great gap and dark pit of Death? Conid 
the tender frame which had been so dear to him 
have drifted helplessly down the dark river, with 
the chill waters flowing over that loved face, and 
loosening the long bright hair bis band had caressed 
so f ondly ? 

There is an nnreality in the death of what we 
love, which strong minds feel as well as the weak. 
Death was familiär to Mr. Templemore's mind, 
but not the death of a passionately loved woman. 
It was not a certainty yet, and he coald not and 
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would not believe it ; but beyond that revolt and 
denial loomed a possibility whicb invested tbe 
present and every surrounding object with the 
vagueness of a dream. The living streets tbrough 
whicb he passed had something abstract about 
them — ^they were and they were not. The roll of 
the carriages, the sounds of life, came from afar, 
and their din and tumult were softened by that 
distance whicb one thought placed between him 
and all snrroanding things. He did not believe it, 
and yet he shuddered as he saw the swollen Seine 
flowing on to the sea, and bearing away with it 
to that great bourne, many an unknown human 
bürden. If it were true ! 

They passed by the Morgue. He saw Monsieur 
Durand glance towards it. He looked at it too— 
with what secret horror ! If it were true ! If she 
had really rested there ou one of those cold stone 
slabs which he remembered so well 1 Oh 1 Heaven, 
was that the bed he had made f or her I He re- 
volted against the foul thought — he bade it defi- 
ance. In the name of the love which, though but 
for a few days, had bound them so fondly, he bade 
it begone. It was not possible that she had thus 
despaired of love and life — that she whom he had 

VOL. ni. B 



S42 DO 

LiMinu 10 ]0yooSf with m, hnrt^ vann heut and m 
fiiring f ailliy had thus Tiolentlj and srnfoDy denied 
both. 

Jt was not ponibk ; bot he breathed moite fredy 
wben thej kf t tbe rirer bdiind tbean. They e&- 
tered a narrow gtone w<h1cI, daik and stiflingy and 
yet seemed to oome no nearer to the goal of thdr 
jonrney« At kngtli Monaiear Doiand slood still, 
and wh^iMr.TempIemorecame nptohim, hesaid, 

^ This 18 the Boe de k Serp^ andjcMidery wheie 
you see the bric-hrtrac shop, is the honae. Shall 
I go with Monoeor, or does he wiah to go akne?" 

^ I shall go alone. Yoa need not wait for me, 
thank you.** 

Monneor Durand bowed, tomed tbe comer of 
a Street, and vanished. Perhaps he did not go 
▼ery far, af ter all, bat Mr. Templemore neither 
knew nor cared. The setting son Med the street 
with its level rays, and half blinded him as he 
walked np to the bric^brac shop. Oh I that the 
Street had had so ending — that this goal had never 
been reached, if it was to lead to crael knowledge ! 

The hoose was mean and narrow. Above the 
door dangled a yellow bill with ^^ Fomished Eoooi 
to Let/' The shop was one of the poorest of its 
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kind. Here were no rare relics of the past, each 
telling the story of a king's reign. No tapestry, no 
S^vreSy no Boucher and Watteau sbepherdesses, no 
traces even of Revolution and Empire, or tokens 
of the East, in blue vases and gilt dragons, were 
there. Mr. Templemore saw nothing but the 
dingy, commonplace and dilapidated ruins of the 
present generation. Shattered mahogany chests 
of drawers, ruined card-tables, with the green baize 
half tom off, faded artificial flowers in common 
China vases ander dusty glass shades, and showy 
little gilt clocks abounded. But commonplace 
thongh all these objects were, they were also very 
dreary. They told of ruined and broken homes, 
and told it without the softening grace of the past. 

Mr. Templemore entered the shop. A stout, 
middle-aged woman came forward, and asked bis 
pleasure. 

^ You have a furnished room to let,*' he replied 
— " let me see it." 

" This way, sir ;" and leaving the shop in the 
care of a child, she showed him np a dark, steep 
staircase, into a small, gloomy bedroom, which, 
spite the heat of the day, feit strangely chill. 
Why are these places alike all the world over ? 

r2 
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Why do thej all bear the same cold, homeless 
look, which, with every diflference of climate and 
manners^ we recognize at once t Mr. Templemore 
looked about him, but the piain bed of walnut-tree 
Woody the ehest of drawers and toilet-table, told 
him no story. Everything was tolerably clean 
and dreadfuUy comfortless. He went to the win- 
dow and opened it. Below him lay a small yard. 
The greenish hue of the stones with which it was 
paved told of habitaal damp. A tall, miserable- 
looking pump stood in one corner. A few äowers 
in pots, withering for want of sun and pure air, 
had been placed near it, heaven knows for what 
purpose. High walls dotted with Windows en- 
closed this court, and made a well of it. Mr. 
Templemore shut the window with a slight shiver. 
Was it possible that her eyes had gazed on that 
dreary prospect ? Had she lain and brooded over 
her wrongs in that wretched bed, nntil she rose 
on her last morning, resolved to end all that night T 
Oh I insufferable thought I 

*^ It is a pleasant room, sir," said the marchande 
cheerfuUy — " nice and airy." 

" Yet some people might object to it," replied 
Mr. Templemore. 
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** Why should they, sir I" was the prompt reply. 

" You know my meaning," he said. 

" Ah ! aboat the poor lady. Why, sir, she did not 
do it here. She was not even brought horae here." 

She spoke of it in a common place, matter-of- 
fact tone that sickened him. He could bear this 
no longer. He opened his pocket-book, and took 
out a paper, which contained a lock of Dora's hair. 

Brief though Mr. Templemore's wooing had 
been, he and Dora had nevertheless read together 
a few opening chapters of the long, fair book of 
love. One day, when he pressed her to importu- 
nity to accept a gift from him, and she refused, 
with the proud, sad question, " What can I give 
you in retum, Mr. Templemore I" he had lif ted 
up one of the locks of hair she wore tied with 
a blue ribbon at the back of her head in a nymph- 
like fashion, which he had praised once, and he 
had said, with a smile^ '^ You could give me this." 
" Hair is too dear," mischievously answered Dora. 
Mr. Templemore, who knew that a lady's locks are 
not always her own, blushed. Dora laughed, and 
Mrs. Courtenay, untying the blue ribbon, Jet her 
daughter^s long rieh curls flow loosely, and at 
once cut off one, which she triumphantly placed in 
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Mr. Templemore*s band. It was Dora's turn to 
look ruef ul, and bis to smile. He had reached tbe 
age, indeedy when even an enamoured man does 
not think it a priceless boon to bave a lock of a 
beloved woman's bair; besides, tbat bright bead 
was almost bis, and sucb instalments lose in value 
wben possession is near and sure ; bat tbere is a 
pleasure in receiving tbe kejs of a conqaered 
citadel, even tbougb its capitulation be imminent ; 
and so, as be beld tbis token of ber subjection, 
Mr. Templemore looked at bis future wife with 
gentle and not unkind triumpb, and tbe lock tbus 
won he kept very caref ully — it was useless, but it 
was dear. Now, bowever, its use bad come. That 
lock of bair migbt save bim from long misery. 

" Was ber bair like tbis !" be asked, in a broken 
voice, and witb a face so pale tbat tbe woman drew 
back Startled. ^^Speak! Ob! for God's sake, 
speak 1" be urged. " Teil me tbe trutb, whatever 
tbat may be." 

" I know notbing, sir," replied tbe marchande ; 
" I never saw tbe poor lady. It was my cousin 
wbo kept tbe sbop tben." 

" Your cousin, wbere is sbe ? Sbe must teil me 
— sbe sball r 
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His looks and his tones had passed from grief 
to menace. Bul there is one with whom we must 
reckon in every human emergency,. a grim keeper 
of secrets, whom no threats can terrify, whom no 
promises can bribe, and that one now chose to step 
in between Mr. Templemore and the knowledge he 
wanted. 

" My Cousin is dead, sir," said the marchande. 

Dead ! That woman whom he had delayed to 
question tili the last moment, so much did he dread 
her reply, was now for ever beyond his reach. 
He was baffled again ; another dead woman stood 
between him and the truth ; yet it was a terrible 
sort of relief to feel that he could not get at the 
fatal certainty ; to doubt meant to hope. 

*^And so that was her hair," said the woman, 
looking curiously at the lock of hair which his 
passive band still held; "very beautiful hair — 1 
remember my poor cousin said so." 

She looked both inquisitive and interested. He 
saw that the knowledge he so dreaded would be 
welcome to that woman. She wanted the mystery 
of that drama to be solved, and there would be a 
grim satisfaction to her in the knell of all his 
hopes. He hurriedly hid the hair from her sight. 
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He would not tnist her. In her wish to find a 
meaning to the sad story of the unknown dead, 
she might deceive herseif and help to deceive him. 

" I think it was chiefly by her hair my cousin 
identified the poor lady," continued the marcliande ; 
" I know it was beautif ul hair/' 

Mr. Templemore heard her apd was mute ; 
the conviction and the hope with which he had 
entered this place were leaving him inch by inch. 
He did his best to keep them — he grasped them as 
a drowning man grasps his last plank of safety, 
and they would not abide with him. They floated 
farther and farther away on the dark and dismal 
sea of doubt. He did not indeed believe that the 
suicide and his wife were one, but then he was' no 
longer sure that they were not. He could not 
speak^ he could not argue^ he could not ev.en hear 
this mentioned. He went down stairs, and slipping 
some money in the child's band, he left the shop 
without saying a word. He walked away, not 
knowing whither he went, neither thinking nor 
remembering aught beyond a ceaseless question, 
which ever rang within him like a knell, " Was 
itDora!" 

When thought returned to Mr. Templemore, he 
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was Standing on tlie quajs, with the river, the 
bridges, and a distant prospect of church towers on 
one band, and the verdure of trees on the othec. 
The soft bluish mists of evening were abroad, and 
rosy clouds, still flushed with the sunset, fioated 
across the skj. It was a fair and delicious picture, 
and yet Mr. Templemore feit as if it broke his 
heart. His fortitude seemed to give way every 
time he gazed on those dark green waters, and 
still he liiigered near them. Gradually his Steps 
led him to that bridge built. with the stones of 
the Bastille, whence the dead woman was said to 
have taken her fatal spring. The palace of the 
Corps Legislatif rises at one end of the bridge, and 
at the other extends the Place de la Concorde, with 
its eight statues of the cities of France, its bronzed 
fountains, and its old Egyptian obelisk. The 
night was one of füll moon, and it was both bright 
and calm. The reflection of the lights burning on 
distant bridges scarcely quivered in the waters of 
the quiet river. Mr. Templemore looked at it as 
he walked up and down the bridge, striving against 
the cruel tempter who ever whispered : " What if 
it should be trae !" 

It is Strange how hateful senseless, inanimate 
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objects can become when sach a mood as Mr. 
Templemore's is apon as. Every time he came 
back to the palace of the French LiegisIatiTe 
Assembljy and saw the stataes of SuUy, d'Agaes- 
seau, THopital, and Colbert, who sit so calnüy 
guardiDg its wide ^tes, a sort of wrath at their 
stilluess and nnchanging attitude, at that peaoe of 
the grave which had been theirs so long, and now 
seemed transmitted to their stone effigies, rose 
within him. 

After awhile he feit that he could not bear this 
any longer. He left the bridge and strack into 
that long avenae of trees which foUows the coarse 
of the river. It was a green wilderness in the days 
when Anne of Austria was gay and yoang, and 
for her sake it is still called Coars la Beine. He 
went again over the evening's dreary story, and the 
resemblance between Dora and the photograph 
seemed to fade away as he thoaght of it. Was 
not Nanette's enamel like Dorat Did not the 
yoang actress recall her ? What was there in that 
likenessy after all, that he should go throagh such 
agony T Hope grew stronger as calmness retumed 
to his mind, bringing with it the greatest sense of 
reHef he had experienced siuce his weary search 
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began. It seemed as if by passing through tbis 
terrible doubt he had gained all that he bad not 
actually lost. 

At length he tumed homewards. He passed by 
one of the Gaf^s Ghantants. The little stage 
looked bright in the darkness of the surrounding 
trees. Three girls in scarlet cloaks were sitting, a 
fourth in blue stood and sang. ^^ She is consump- 
tive," thought Mr. Templemore, giving her a criti- 
cal look. ^^Poor little thing, how long will she last, 
with those bare Shoulders and the night airt" 
He^had stopped for a moment ; he now walked on, 
and as he thus tumed away he saw a pale, stem 
face behind him — the faoe of John Luan. 

" Pray hear the singer out," said theyoung man; 
"I shouldbe sorry to interfere withyourpleasure." 

He got no answer. There was something in bis 
aspect which sent a chill to Mr. Templemore's 
heart. It was as if bis fate had risen from the 
darkness of the night, and now stood before him. 
They both remained a f ew momeuts silent, then 
John Luan spoke again. 

"I come to bring you the news you asked of me 
two months back. I learned, no matter how, that 
you were in Paris, and I f ollowed you for that." 
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Still Mr. TempleiDore did not answer, bat he 
walked beyond the circle of the crowd, and John 
Lnan followed him. When they stood alone near 
one of the gas-lights of the avenue, John Lnan said, 

" I bring you news of your wife, Mr. Temple- 
more — she is dead T 

" 'Tis false I" angrily repHed Mr. Templemore, 
speaking for the first tinie. 

" She is dead," doggedly said John Luan. " You 
have killed her — remember that. You took her 
to your house young, innocent, and happy, and you 
disgraced her — I know it all now — ^you robbed ^er 
of fair name, peace, and finally of life — remember 
that, I say I Your wife is dead I" 

" How and when did she die 1" 

"That you shall never know from me. She 
died a cruel, despairing death. That much I can 
teil you." 

" I defy you to prove ii !" said Mr. Templemore, 
trembling with passion. 

" I shall never attempt to do that," replied John 
Luan, with a cold, stern smile, " never. She has 
been dead two months, and two months I have 
known it, and I have not said a word, I have not 
made a sign. Did you think that I would help 
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you, you her murderer, to bappiness and liberty ? 
Did you tbink tbat any assistance of mine would 
enable you to marry Florence Gale I No — she is 
deady but you sball never be able to prove it. You 
shall never recover and enjoy your liberty. If you 
really doubt, you shall doubt on, and be thus chas- 
tised. And if you do not doubt, yet, as you shall 
never be able to impart your certainty to others^ so 
shall you again be chastised. And thus/' added 
John Luan, looking him steadily in the f ace^ ^^ I 
shall have my revenge." 

"Your revenge, because Dora loved me!" re- 
plied Mr. Templemore, with much indignation. 
^^ If I did not think you half mad, Mr. Luan — for 
your language is not that of a sane man — I would 
teil you that my revenge for your malice will be to 
recover my wife and be happy with her. You say 
she is dead, and 1 teil you she is living ! I teil you 
nothing shall convince me that she and the unhappy 
woman of the Bue de la Serpe were one. You 
see I am better informed than you think, and yet 
I am not convinced. I have seen the house, the 
room, the clothes, the photograph even of the dead 
woman, and I teil you, for your comfort, that she 
was not your cousin and my wife." 
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JofanLnan looked coofonnded, bat he soon re- 
covered, and said, 

^ Yoa were oot in Paris, Mr. Templemore, when 
sbe was taken out of the water, not very f ar f rom 
this Spot ; I was. Yoa were awaj when she was 
brooght to the Morgae ; I was here, and I saw her. 
I saw her lying dead before me. I have known 
her f rom childbood, and I teil yoa I saw her. I 
stood bebind the grating as she laj there cold and 
inanimate. I teil yoa I saw her. I neither 
claimed nor identified her — ^why sbonld I set yoa 
free? — bat I saw her. And now you may believe 
me or not — it matters very little. I am mad — am 
I ? Good night, Mr. Templemore." 

He laughed scornf ally, and walked away, and 
Mr. Templemore let him go. He feit stunned. 
Was it true? Had John Luan really seen her ? 
Had he been mistaken in her identity — ^such things 
have been — or was it really Dora t Was that pho- 
tograpb, so strangely like her, the true image of 
his dead wife? And yet what is there in a likeness ? 
Was not Nanette's enamel portrait, of a woman 
who had been dead two hnndred years, like Dora 1 

^^ Bat not so like as this," thought Mr. Temple- 
more, with sudden anguish ; ^^ besides, he sbould 
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know her. Onlj he may be mad^ or a liar ; this 
may be a plot to deceive me." 

Imagination is a tormenting gift. As Mr. Tem- 
plemore walked home ander the arcades of the 
Bue de Bivoli, stränge thoughts walked with him. 
It was no longer the great qaestion, Was Dora 
dead or living — but was Dora f alse or true ? **Is 
this a conspiracy of that young man against me/' 
thoaght Mr. Templemore, as he went up tO' his 
room, ** and is Dora in itt Will they go away to- 
gether somewhere, and, deceiving me and the world 
with a f eigned tale of death, get married, and be 
lost for everl" 

For a moment jealoosy and wrath overpowered 
every other feeling. Beason was wrecked, and 
Mr. Templemore coald only think, with impotent 
fury, of the hatefal story he had conjured up. 
Dora, his wife, forsaking and betraying him thus I 
But suddenly his wrath feil, and was foUowed by 
a great calmness. How or why he thought of this 
he knew not; but he remembered how, entering 
his wife's room one moming at Deenah, he had 
found her praying. Her kneeling attitude, her 
bent face and clasped hands, came back to him, and 
softened him in a moment. She, Dora, his young, 
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pionSy and inoocent wif e, peijiiriiig herseif to com- 
mit bigamy with Jobn LoaD ! 

How coold he think it, and jet remonber how 
ntteri j John Loan had f ailed, and how completely 
he had sacoeeded with Dora? There is a stränge 
sweetness in triampb ; the wisest and the best aie 
not insensible to it. Mr. Templemore feit moved 
and softened as the thonght of tlie past came back 
to him. YeSj he had prevailed, with scarcely an 
effort ; whüst John Lioan, af ter patient years^ had 
been balked. He had won the prize f or which an- 
other had toiled ; and she had been bis, all bis ; 
too mnch bis, for if he had thonght he coold lose 
her, he would never have left her. She had been 
so easily won, that he had feit secore, too secnie 
bj far, and now he paid for bis past follj by the 
tormenting doubts of the present. 

For, af ter all, Mr. Templemore doubted. He 
had faith and hope, but no certitude. Even if his 
wife were not now sleeping in an nnknown grave, 
he had her not, he knew nothing of the road she 
had taken, of the spot that held her, and, hard f ate, 
he knew not how to seek for her. No mariner lost 
at sea, with neither chart nor compass, could be 
more at a loss than he was. 
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It was Inevitable, perbaps, that somethiDg of re^ 
sentment should mingle with these thoughts. For^ 
af ter all, he did not think he had deserved to be 
so desertedy with abandonment so complete, and 
silence so scomful. Dora might have remembered 
their dignity, ere she had thus laid bare to the 
World the sad secrets of their married lif e. And 
thus one after the other the angry thoughts came 
rising slowly, but surely, like the waves of a sullen- 
ly wrathf ul sea, drowning in their tide tenderness, 
regret, and even the fair image of hope, tili sud- 
denly Mr. Templemore's eyes feil on the pho- 
tograph. Monsieur Durand had taken the other 
things ; this he had either f orgotten or lef t designed- 
ly. Mr. Templemore took it in bis hand^ and 
looked at it. How like it seemed^ and how the like- 
ness grew as he looked on ! 

^' If I could believe it," he thought, and bis Ups 
quivered as he said it to his own heart — " if I could 
think this image showed her poor dead face, and 
that unkindness of mine had driven her to such a 
death, life would henceforth be a blank page, one 
on which neither love, nor hate, nor happiness, nor 
enjoyment could ever again be written for me." 

Many have said such things in the bitterness of 
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remofiey ar hl tbefirrt barst ofgrief; botliowiiiany 
bare abided bj tbem? 

^Godbelp meP thooght Mr. Templemofe in 
tbeagvmj of bis doabt — ^Qcd belp me! It is 
cmelly fike berT Asd still be beld it and gazed 
csij and be ondd not pnt tbe image by. 
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rpHE light of a pale autamn sonbeam feil exactly 
•*• on Mrs. Courtenay's face, and it showed very 
plainly that Mrs. Courtenay was frowning. A 
frown was a very unusual thing indeed on that 
lady's smooth forehead, and it required so ominous 
a f act as three successive failures of her f avoarite 
patience, to hring anything like it there. Bat 
nothing was incredible or impossible after such a 
calamity ; and there could be no doubt about it — 
Mrs. Courtenay was frowning. She threw the 
Cards down pettishly, and murmored with ill- 
repressed indignation as she looked around the 
room, ^^ It is all Dora's fault." 

The room was not a gay one, certainly. It was 
duU, meanly fnmished, and it looked out on a 
bleak, bare field, with a lowering autumn sky 
above it. A pretty change, indeed, from the 
grave old splendours of Les Boches I 

s2 
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'^ I do believe the girl must be crazy !" tbonght 
Mrs. Oourtenay— « as crazy as her poor aunt !" 

Here Dora's voice einging gaily in the next 
room added fuel to the fire of Mrs. Courtenay's in- 
dignation. 

'* Garry Owen indeed I" ehe thought ; " a pretty 
time to sing about Garry or Terry, or Jerry even !" 

What Jerry had to do with it no one could 
bave Said, not even Mrs. Courtenay ; but the three 
names certainly relieved her, for the frown was 
gone when Dora entered the room, in fall song, as 
her mother mentally called it. 

Dora had never looked brighter, gayer, or more 
cheerf lü than she looked now. Never in the hope- 
f iil days of her girlhood had she had a sunnier 
look than that which she wore on this day. But 
for all her cheerfulness, Dora's cheeks were pale 
and thin, and gaily though she sang, her eyes were 
sank. Perhaps, too, Mrs. Courtenay might have 
noticed or remembered, that, in the old happy 
days, Dora's songs had been sad — doleful, her 
mother called them — whereas now they were light 
and gay, when they were not actually merry. Bat 
Mrs. Courtenay was not a very clear-sighted per- 
son, and Dora's gaiety now so far exasperated her, 
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Ihat she sat mute and sulky, and folded her arms 
in silent protest. 

" What ! can't you get on with the patience !'* 
asked Dora in her lightest voice, and with a little 
ringing silvery laugh. ^^ Let me tryv" 

She sat down and stretched her hand towards 
the Cards; but Mrs. Courtenay took them up, 
made a packet of them, and deliberately put them 
undemeath the cushion of the chair on which she 
was sitting ; after which she looked rather stemly 
at her daughter. 

Dora laughed again. She laughed very often 
now, 

^' What have I done now 1" she asked^ in her 
cheerful, good-humoured voice; "come, teil me 
my new sin, mamma." 

" Dora, I am very angry," solemnly said Mrs. 
Courtenay. " Why did you Iure me away from 
Les Eoches to— to this horrible little holel" she 
added, suddenly raising her voice into her favöur- 
ite little scream. 

^^Dear mamma," replied Dora, looking amused, 
**it was agreed we wanted a change — and yott 
know Les Boches was a dreadf ul place, -after what 
happened to poor Aunt Luan. And this is a 
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lorely spot, and not a homble litde hxAey as yoa 
very nnkindly caU it.** 

^ Why did we not gp to Irelandr' asked Mrs. 
Coortenaj. '^I have been very happy with my 
dear hosband, and Panl and yoo, and eyen with 
poor Mrs. Luan, in Ireland. And it is qnite ab- 
sord, Dora, that we shonld be ÜYing bere in this 
ridicnlons little place, instead of being down at 
Deenab I Deenah was my brother-in-Iaw's^ and 
it is yonr hnsband's ; and it is quite absurd tbat I 
shonld neyer have seen it, and more than absurd 
that we should be paying rent here, whilst there 
is a beautif ul house doing nothing and waiting for 
ns.*" 

^^ Well, mamma, when Mr. Templemore comes 
and looks for ns, we will go to Deenah/' 

^^But Mr. Templemore is not Coming, and he 
does not write, and you do not write to him/' said 
Mrs. Coortenay, rocking herseif to and fro in In- 
dignation and wonder. ^^ I never heard anything 
like it — ^never, Dora," she added, with as much se- 
verity (and it was very little) as she could inf ase 
in the words, " you have behaved very badly to 
your husband." 

Dora seemed much amused, and shook her 
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bright heady looking all tbe time like a merry girl 
.who has been working some piece of mischief^ and 
who en joys it ; but there was a stränge^ nervons 
twitcbing about her Ups, even wbilst she laoghed. 
' « Dear mamma," she said gaily, « if he does not 
care enongh for me to come and seek me, I can- 
Bot help it, can I ? And it is no use being yexed 
or angry about it — he did not marry me for love, 
you know." 

" And how does he know where you are 1" an- 
grily asked Mrs. Courtenay ; ^^ just teil me that ?" 

^^ He will find it out when he wants me/' replied 
Dora, with a pretty toss of her bright head. 

" Dora," Said Mrs. Courtenay, with as much so- 
lemnity (and again we say it was not much) which 
she could convey into her look and manner, *^ are 
you getting f rivolous ? Why, you seem to have 
no conception of a wife's position and duty I" 

«Dear mamma," gaily said Dora, "I was so 
short a time a wife ! And I have always been 
light-hearted, you know. Why, Mr. Templemore 
said to me once, it was like sunshine to have me in 
a room, I was so bright a creature. For, you 
know, he used to make pretty Speeches to me, even 
though he was in love with Mrs. Logan all the 
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time. And I sappose that sunny girls, if one 
may call them so, have no great depth of feeling. 
Anotber woman woald fret and cry perhaps be- 
canse Mr. Templemore is not Coming. Better 
sing and be gay, as I am/' added Dora, with her 
brigbtest smile. 

" I never could anderstand you, Dora," said Mrs» 
Oourtenay, looking profoundly pozzled; "never* 
You adored Paul, and ^hen we lost bim — ^" added 
Mrs. Courtenay, witb a tremor in her voiee. 

" I was as gay as ever^ af ter a time/' suggested 
Dora. " Why, yes ; you see, mamma, you are 
French, and I am Irish, that is the difference. We 
Irish/' she added^ looking very saucy, " are more 
Celtic than you are. And we are not half civilized 
yet, as the whole world can teil you. Wben we 
suffer we give a great cry, a terrible wail, Uke a 
keene over the dead ; then we are gay and lively 
again, being, as the whole world also knows, a very 
merry people, light-hearted and ligbt-headed« It 
is a dispensation of Providence^ I have no doubt/* 
added Dora, with a touch of irony ; " but if I have 
my share of the national gift, why reproach me 
with it ? After all, mamma, I suspect I am a more 
cheerf ul companion than if I had a solemn English 
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grief or a decorous French one. Then you have 
tfae comfort of knowing that wben I leave jou^ as 
I must this aftemoon^ I am not fretting my heart 
out, but just taking life easily and merrily." 

" Yes ; but I wisb you would not leave me," said 
Mrs. Oourtenay, a little pettisbly ; ** wbat can you 
want in Eouen to-dayl" 

" Must I not see about money — money f " gaily 
asked Dora ; '^ good, kind Mr. Hyan is not bere to 
help me now — I must do it all myself, you know." 

Still, Mrs. Courtenay was querulous, and won- 
dered why Dora must needs go to Bouen; but 
Dora gave her a kiss, told her not to wonder if she 
did not come in to tea, and ran upstairs to dress. 

^^ But she must come in to tea," tbougbt Mrs. 
Courtenay ; " I must teil her so." 

But Dora did not give her motber the opportu- 
nity. She slipped downstairs unbeard, and bade 
Mrs. Courtenay adieu by tapping at the parlour 
window as she passed it on her way out. Mrs. 
Courtenay, indeed, opened the window, and called 
her daughter back — in vain. Dora had already 
tumed the comer of the house, and did not, or 
would not, hear the summons. 

*^ She is getting a very disobedient girl," tbougbt 
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Mn. Coartenay, in some indignation. ^' I need 
not wonder she behaves so badly to Mr. Temple- 
more when she treats me so." 

Bat Mrs. Conrtenay's wrath was never very 
long-lived. It gradually calmed down, and 
thongh she thonght herseif yery ill-used, she took 
refnge and songht for consolation in a patience. 
Bnt the pack of cards which she had so indignant- 
ly put away oat of Dora's reach did not seem to 
Mrs. Courtenay a snfficiently Incky one. 

^^ I shall do it for a wish/* she thonght, ^* and I 
shall take a fresh pack. If I succeed at once, it 
is a proof that Mr. Templemore will soon come 
and fetch ns. If I have some trouble abont it, as 
is likely, why, then we must wait, I snppose ; and 

if I fail ^" Here Mrs. Courtenay, who had 

risen, and was going npstairs for the cards, pansed, 
with her band on the lock, and stood still in some 
perplexity. She was not one of yoar bold spirits, 
who will stake their all on one cast, and trust 
Fate with too much, so she looked for a third al« 
ternative, which should neither be success nor 
failure, and she found it in the evasive bit of 
commonplace, ^^ If I fail, it is sure proof that Mr. 
Templemore knows nothing about it." Bat about 
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vfhat Mr. Templemore knew nothing, or how he 
could possibly be Ignorant of Dora^s flight, Mrs. 
Courtenay forgot to say to herseif, and quite tri- 
umphant at the loophole through which she had 
escaped destinj, she went upstairs to look for her 
pack 6f Cards. To her great annoyance, she 
found none in her room; she searched up and 
down, bat* no cards were to be got. Yet Dora 
had bonght her a pack — ^it was only yesterday. 
Where had she put them f Mrs. Courtenay en* 
tered her daughter's room, a poor and meanly 
fumished one. Mrs. Courtenay's heart swelled. 
Were this low bed, with its shabby chIntz curtalns, 
this painted ehest of drawers, that dilapidated 
wash-hand stand — ^were these fit for the mistress of 
Les Boches, and the wife of Richard Templemore ? 
" She must be crazy," indignantly thought Mrs. 
Courtenay; '^her aunt Luan was mad" — they 
had heard of Mrs. Luan's death — "and Dora 
got it from her, and is crazy. But my mind is 
quite made up — I shall wait a while longer, then 
write to Mr. Templemore, and ask him what be 
means by letting his wife run away from him so. 
Now the Cards must be in one of these drawers. 
I wonder in which ?" 
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Mn. Coorteiiay had a natural hatred of trouble. 
She tried to goess which diawer coald possibly 
hold the Cards she was looking for, bat as none 
bore a label telling lookers-on its contentSy sbe 
recklesslj pulled one open, and began her search 
hj a slow, ca^f ul snrvey. 

Dora had taken v&ry few things with her f rouü 
Lies Boches, a f act which, when she d&covered it^ 
greatlj exasperated her mother. Linen, smelling 
sweetlj of Tiolet powder, now met her view ; she 
dosed the drawer pettishly, and tried the next. 
This held collars and sleeyes, and a silk dress 
carefollj folded. "One,** angrily thonght Mrs. 
Coortenaj. She was closing that drawer too^ 
when a little casket caaght her eye. Were the 
Cards in that ? It had no lock, and Mrs. Coarte- 
nay opened it rather curiously. She saw some 
papers, and recognizing Paul's writing, she pat 
them back with a dim eye and a trembling band. 
Her step-son had been very dear to Mrs. Gourte- 
nay. Another paper, which she had taken out at 
the same time, feil on the floon She picked it up. 
It was an envelope, on which Dora's band had 
written, <« The first and the last.** 

The first and the last ! What coold that mean t 
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The envelope was not sealed^ but It was worn, as 
if it had been used of ten. Mrs. Courtenay did not 
ask herseif what right she had to pry into her 
daughter^s secrets, she took out the two papers 
which the envelope held, and she read them both. 
One was a note which Mr. Templemqre had written 
to Dora as Doctor Kichard, the other one was that 
which intimated her mother's banishment. One 
was Hope, as she had first come to a dreaming 
girl ; the other was Eeality^ as she had visited a 
sorrowful woman. And both, though Mrs. Cour- 
tenay knew it not, had been read daily by Dora 
since she left Les Koches. Daily she had gone 
back with one to the exquisite visions of the past, 
and daily, too, she had been led by the other down 
to the unutterable bitterness of the present. 

Mrs. Courtenay remained with the paper in her - 
band tili she could not see it for tears. Then, 
meek and subdued in spirit as in bearing, she put 
it^back, and went downstairs. But neither with 
the old nor with a fresh pack of cards did Mrs. 
Courtenay question fate under the guise of a 
patience. She sat in her chair crying silently, and 
now and then saying, in a low, broken voice, " It 
was for my sake, my poor Dora ! It was all for mel" 
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CHAPTEE XVIL 

\rB. BYAN'S advice conceming the shares In 
-^^^ the Bedmore Mines had been to seil ont 
whilst tbey were at a premiam, and Dora hadgone 
to Paris for that pnrpose. The monej had been 
placed in Mrs. Conrtenay's name at a banker^s in 
Bouen, and her danghter had therefore bat to go 
snd present a cheqae to be paid. The transaction 
in itself could not betray her. Not that she cared 
for concealment ; she neither songht nor shnnned 
detection, bat let eyents take their coarse recklessl j. 
She saw no one whom she knew on her way to 
Boaen, and no one saw her; besides, her crape veil 
was thick, and protected her from the careless 
Observation of strangers. Bat the cheque which 
Mrs. Courtenay had given her f ailed in some re- 
quirement, and the French clerk hesitated, and 
would not cash it. Seeing Dora's aDnoyance, he 
referred the matter to the head of the establish- 
ment ; bat he was ont for an hoar — woald Dora 
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call againf She said she would^ and left the 
house to wander about the streets of that city in 
which she no longer had a home. She shunned 
Notre Dame and its vicinity^ and went towards 
Saint Ouen. She entered the little garden around 
the church, and sat there to rest^ and as she sat 
she thought: "We must not stay here. Why 
should we? He has forgotten me. I must abide 
by my fate^ and remember that^ sach as it is^ I 
have chosen it. We must go back to Ireland and 
liye there. He has forgotten and put me by I I 
shall let him feel and know that if I gave my loye 
unsought^ I, toOy can conquer^ and^ if need be, 
pluck it out, and yet live on." 

She could do it, but it was hard. Besides, Dora 
had not expected this. Few women seem to un- 
derstand that love, even streng vehement love, is 
but one of the many features in a man*s life. 
And Mr. Templemore had so many thiugs to think 
of t He had his child, he had his poor, his studies, 
and his articles of virtu. Fassionately though he 
had loved Dora, that passion could never have ab- 
sorbed him for more than a time. He had not, 
indeed, borne his wife's fligbt with the scornful in- 
difference she attributed to him; his search had 
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been keen, bis grief bad been great^ but perhaps 
be bad given up tbe one in despair, and perbaps . 
tbere was a weary lall in tbe otber ; for tbougb sbe 
was so near bim be bad failed to find ber. '^ He 
scorns me/' tbougbt Dora^ witb a fall beart. 
*'Well, I do not scom bim, bat I, too, can be 
proad r 

Bat pride is a cold comforter, and Dora feit it. 
Sbe feit, too, wbat we all feel at some boar of oar 
life, tbat ber sorrow was too macb for ber. 

" Wbat ails me 1" sbe tbougbt, witb a sort of de- 
spair ; ^^ he bas deserted me, allowed me to go m j 
own way, wbat ails me, tbat I cannot forget bim, 
bat mast remember and saffer on." 

Wbat ailed ber t Alas ! tbis macb : tbat life was 
impetaous and exacting, tbat love would not be 
denied, and tbat botb were too streng for anger or 
pride. Still sbe strove against tbem. If sbe were 
not bis wife, if be bad bat married Florence, sbe 
tboagbt sbe woald not care. Bat we cannot lie to 
our own bearts. From tbe deptbs of ber being 
rose a reply : 

^^ Do not say so ; you know tbat it is better to 
bave been loved a few days, tban not to bave been 
loved at all. You know tbat it woald bave been 
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the bitterness of death to have seen him married to 
Mrs. Logan, even as there is something of the 
sweetness of Paradise in being linked to him. 
You know that if he has wronged you, his nature 
is too great and too generous not to do you justice 
later — and will there not be a foVetaste of heaven 
in your f orgiveness and that reunion ? Think of 
what his repentance will be, and remember these 
days of love which he gave you — few, but perfect. 
Can anything annihilate them ? Are they not. a 
portion of your life, the truest and the best. What 
though years should pass thus, in vain hope and 
expectation T A moment will yet come that shall 
crown all your sorrow, and conquer it, a time when 
you too can say to grief, " Where is thy victory — 
where is thy sting ?" 

Her eyes were dim with tears, but they were 
tears füll of softness. She looked around her. 
The perennial charm of Eden seemed thrown over 
the dusty garden. The noisy children, the servant 
girls, the gloomy mass of Saint Ouen, all van- 
ished, and if they were seen it was with the 
thought — 

" We will come here and study Saint Ouen, as 
he once promised me in Deenah that we should, 

VOL. ni. T 
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and every sorrow and every wrong shall be buried 
and forgotten — ^and it will be Faradise — Para- 
diser 

Dtfliclons was the day-dream, bat veiy brief. 
Yoices talking behind her roused Dora. She awoke 
with a sigh, bat yet did not feel all nnhappy. The 
gates of Eden were only just closed, and its sweet- 
ness lingered around her still. 

^^ Now, where are they ?" said a sharp^ irritable 
Yoice, a woman's^ in English. '^ Gussy, come here 
directly." 

^^ I never heard anything like it/' said another 
Yoice, feminine too; ^^how many weeks has his 
wife been dead ?" 

" Not merely dead, bat drowned. It was her 
Cousin, that stupid Doctor Luan, who knew her," 
says Florence. " Gussy, stay here. Do you think 
these Grays handsome? 

^^ Handsome ! they have not got a nose among 
them all. I wish they would not stare so at Saint 
Ouen. I do think, like Florence, that it is an old 
bore." 

"How could she make up her mind to be a 
third wife r 

^ Oh ! it was she whom he was to have married, 
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you know ; only he committed a mistake, and took 
his daughter^s governess to church^ instead of poor 
Flo. I shall box your ears, Gussy J" 

They now came forward, and stood in front of 
Dora: two specimens of the English feminine 
traveller and sight-seer^ carrying a little stock of 
scandal with them, as the ancient journeyer car- 
ried his gods wherever he went. 

« And is he married yet t" asked one of the pair. 

The owner of Gossy sniiled, and whilst that 
smile passed across her face^ Dora feit as if her 
heart had ceased to beat. 

" Not yet," she answered, " he went off sndden- 
ly in his wild way a few days back, and poor Flo 
is distracted. Miss Moore took scarlatina, and the 
child took it from her. She thinks he went for the 
diamonds." 

The rest of the party joined them ; they all 
moved on. They went talking and laughing all the 
way, and leaving a wrecked happiness behind 
them I 

How of ten do we f eel this in life I How of ten, 
when a heavy blow comes, do we think, '* Ah ! the 
rest was nothing t This was the crowning cata- 
strophe, the shipwreck, the last cause beyond which 

T 2 
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there is no appeal." If she could bnt baye doubted 
— ^bnt it was not in her power to do so. His name 
bad not been mentioned, nor ^Irs. Liogan's, for 
Florence might belong to anj one, and yet a cer- 
tainty, against which she coold not strive, entered 
her very sotd and tortared it. He thought her 
dead^ how or why mattered not — he thonght it. 
There lay the f nll explanation of his silence. Alas ! 
she had never thought of that. She had imagined 
that the voluntary forgetf olness of a bitter resent- 
ment weighed upon her. She had not thought 
that the cold oblivion of the grave already lay be- 
tween her and her hnsband. He had forgiven her, 
she was snre of it now — her ima^nary sins were 
buried in the merey we extend to the dead. She 
was no more his wife, erring, indeed, but warm 
and living — she was that something impalpable 
and nnseen, against which we can cherish no re- 
sentment. That thin veil, so thin, but so chill, 
which divides us even from the most beloved, had 
spread between her and him, and so his love had 
retumed— oh ! what wonder ! — to the f ond, child- 
ish Florence, the chosen one of his heart, and, 
af ter a decent time given for mourning, they woold 
marry and be blest at last. 
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This fair f uture she must now break. A second 
tlme she must be the cause of Mr. Templemore's 
grief. Perhaps this thought overpowered her — 
perhaps the consciousness that her death had been 
welcomed as a deliverance was too much for her 
fortitude. She did not f aint, she did not even lose 
consciousness, but when the sense of reality at last 
came back to her, she saw that a silent and won- 
dering crowd had gathered around her. She 
looked vacantly at a woman's face, and say- 
ing, in a cold, monotonous voice, *' I was unwell, 
but 1 am well now," she rose and walked away. 

As fast as her limbs could bear her, she walked 
through the streets ; with the eagerness of a lover 
going to a trysting-place, she hurried to meet her 
bitter woe. If happiness has its fever, so has sor- 
row — a cruel fever, which drives us on and spares 
not. A presentiment, strong as a certainty, told 
Dora that she would find the confirmation of the 
fatal tidings she had heard on her aunt's grave, 
and it did not deceive her. Day was declining as 
she entered the cemetery. She passed through 
the wooden crosses, and stone and marble slabs, 
tili she reached Mrs. Luan's last resting-place. Yes, 
there it was, written beneath Mrs. Luan's name : — 
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DORA COURTENAY. 

This was her epitaph. No date of birth or 
death, for one was shameful ; no record of mar- 
riage, for it had been ill-f ated ; nothing but that 
name which was hers no longer, and yet was the 
only one by which John Luan would remember 
her. For it was he who had had that "Dora 
Courtenay " inscribed — he, and not Mr. Temple- 
more, who had outlived her loss, as he had survived 
that of Florence, and had gone to get the diamonds 
for his third nuptials ! 

" Surely these graves ought to calm me," thought 
Dora, looking round her ; " surely the dead, who 
sieep here so soundly, admonish me, if I but heard 
them." 

Bat the dead were silent, or their voices were 
very low, for when Dora lef t them they had taught 
her nothing. 

Her first words, when she entered the room where 
her mother sat, alone and sad, were, ^^ How cold 
it is ! " 

" How pale and ill you look 1" said Mrs. Courte^ 
nay. 

<« Yes — ^it is so cold," replied Dora, shivering. 
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"DoraT exciaimed her mother, rising, "you 
must go back to yonr husband I" 

'^ 60 back to him T' impetuoasly exciaimed Dora. 

" Yes, you must. I know all. I know why 
you lef t him — I f eel sure he is broken-hearted ^" 

" Broken-hearted 1" interrupted Dora ; " do you 
know that he thinks me dead, that there is a talk 
of his marrying Mrs. Logan, and that I have just 
read my own name inscribed on poor Aunt Luan's 
grave t Yes, weeds are beginning to choke the 
flowers John set there, I suppose ; but my name is 
on it, and Mr. Templemore is a widower, and he 
is going to marry Mrs. Logan." 

Mrs. Oourtenay stared confounded. Nothing 
could exceed her amazement when Dora told her 
all she knew, unless it was her Indignation, when 
her daughter added recklessly : 

^^ Yes, it is so; and yet, mamma, I am going back 
to-day to Les Koches," 

"You are going to leave me T' cried Mrs. Oour- 
tenay, and leaning back in her chair, ehe gazed 
with a look füll of dismay on her daughter, who 
stood before her very pale, but rery calm. 

" I cannot help it/' replied Dora, with a quiver- 
ing lip. "He has forgotten me; he thinks me 
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dead ; he is going to marry Mrs. Logan, they say ; 
but, for all that, I must go. I am bis wife, and 
wben I married bim I undertook to be the motber 
of bis cbild. If be were witb ber I sbould write 
and merely teil bim I am alive, for, yon see, I 
would ratber not read in bis face wbat be must 
feel on seeing me; but I cannot belp myself. 
Eva is left to tbe care of servants, or to tbat, 
scarcely better, of Mrs. Logan. I must be true to 
tbe cbild, wbo was always so true to me !" 

" Yes, and Mr. Templemore will come back and 
keep you !'* querulously said Mrs. Oourtenay. 

" He may not come back bef ore Eva is well," 
replied Dora ; " and surely," sbe added, very sadly, 
^^ be bas sbown no wisb to keep me, mamma." 

"But I say tbat be will keep you," persisted 
Mrs. Courtenay, wbo was now in tears, " and tben 
wbat is to become of me t" 

Dora knelt bef ore ber motber, and clasping Mrs. 
Courtenay's waist, sbe looked up f ondly in ber face. 

" No one sball keep me f rom you," sbe said, with 
a smile. " If Mr. Templemore locks tbe doors I 
sball get out of tbe window. And I will come 
back — ^I will come back I" 

Mrs. Oourtenay looked down at ber wistf ully, 
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but she still thought : *^ I know he will keep Dora." 
Her daughter had no such fear. She had never 
feit very sure of her husband's affection, and since 
the great bitterness which had divided them^ she 
had feit that his love was gone from her, never to 
retum. There was pain, there was humlliation in 
the thought of now going back to his house ; and 
Dora had said it truly, she did it for the child. 
But Mrs. Gourtenay thought, as she saw her de- 
part : ^' She is still fond of him." 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 

npHE greyness of twilight was stealing over the 
^ road when Dora reacbed the gates of Les 
Koches. Slie had alighted and sent away the 
carriage that brought her at a little distance from 
the hoase ; but short thoagh that distance was, 
Dora feit as if her limbs coald scarcely bear her 
thus far, and she had to paase and recover her 
breath, and compose herseif before she went in. 
The gates were open ; the porter was not even in 
the lodge. No one was visible, bat, looking up, 
Dora saw lights in Eva's room, and in Miss Moore's* 
She went np the flight of Steps and entered the 
honse without meeting anyone ; but as she reached 
the door that led to the suite of rooms she and 
Eva had occapied before her marriage^ it opened, 
and one of the maids came out with a light in her 
hand. At first the girl only saw Dora's figure in 
the gloomy passage. 

" Who's that t" she asked^ sharply. 
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Without waiting for a reply, she raised her 
candle. The light flashed across Dora's pale face. 
The girl saw and recognized her ; for a moment 
terror held her mute, then, uttering a faint scream, 
she dropped the candlestick and fled down the 
staircase. Her cry roused Jacques, who was in 
the room she had jast lef t. He came oat as Dora, 
composedly picking up the candlestick, was going 
to enter her old apartment, Jacqaes's nerves were 
naturally strong, and had just then been strength- 
ened bj a cordial of which he and the housemaid 
had been partaking before Dora's unexpected ap-> 
pearance. On seeing his late mistress he looked 
bewildered and confused, and uttered a deep 
*'0h!" but when Dora addressed him, and said 
calmlj, ^'How is Miss Eva?" Jacques was able 
to reply, though still with a wild stare at this dead 
woman who had so unexpectedly come back to 
life, 

" Mademoiselle Eva is very well — very bad, I 
mean." 

^^Is she conscious?" asked Dora, fearing lest 
her sudden appearance should agitate or over-alarm 
the child. 

Jacques shook bis head. It was piain that 
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there was very little consciousness to be appre- 
hended from Mr. Templemore's little daughter. 

^' Take that light/' said Dora, handing it to him 
as she spoke. Her other band was extended to- 
wards the lock of Eva*s door ; bat Jacques, with a 
boldness and freedom he had never shown before, 
stepped in front of her, and efifectually checked 
her entrance. 

^^ Mademoiselle must excuse me/' he said ; ^^ bat 
I think Mademoiselle had better not go in now." 

The blood rashed up to Dora's face, and dyed 
it crimson. It was not possible that her hasband 
had given orders to deny her to bis child. Her 
blash and her silence confirmed Jacqaes in his 
saspicion. 

^^ I daresay that Mademoiselle can see Mademoi- 
selle Eva to-morrow," he continaed composedly, 
and laying a slight stress on the word that pro- 
claimed Dora unwedded ; ^^ bat she had better not 
see her now." 

" Where is Mr. Templemoref" asked Dora. 

^^ Monsiear is away, and that is jast it. He left 
no Orders about Mademoiselle." 

This time Dora anderstood the insult. She 
reddened again with mingled indignation and 
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shame ; but she scorned to acknowledge the taunt, 
and it was composedly that she said^ 

" The master of the house has no need to leave 
Orders about its mistress, Jacques. Let me pass 1" 

There was something in the flash of her eye, 
something in the quiet gesture of her band, which 
Jacques, accustoraed as he was to obey and to re- 
cognize empire, could not disregard. Yet he 
struggled against the very feeling that made bim 
Step aside and give way to Dora, and with some- 
thing like remonstrative sullenness in bis tone, he 
Said, 

" Madame Logan is there." 

Dora's beart sickened witbin her. This was her 
welcome home. Mr. Templemore's servants in- 
sulted her, and the woman he loved had forestalled 
her, and taken her place by her husband's child. 
But keen though the pang was, it was also brief ; 
and her look as it feil on Jacques said so express- 
ively, " What about it ? " that the man replied in 
a tone of excuse, 

" I thought I had better teil Madame." 

This time he thought it better to drop the offen- 
sive " Mademoiselle." Without further parley, 
Dora went up to the sick-room. She opened the 



286 D O B A. 

door and closed it again so noiselesslj, that her 
entrance was not heard by Mrs. Logan. A look 
showed Dora that Florence was not alone. She 
stood at some little distance from Eva's white cot, 
talking to no less a person than Doctor Petit. 
The very man whom Mr. Templemore so much 
objected to had been called in to attend on his 
sick child ! The light of a night lamp feil fall 
on Mrs. Logan's pretty face, and showed it to be 
füll of concern. She raised her little dark eye- 
brows, and gathered her rosy Ups with an assnmp- 
tion of grave anxiety which might be 3rielded as 
mach to decoram as to real aneasiness. At least, 
even in that moment Dora thoaght so. 

" And so yoa are uneasy, Doctor Petit !" she 
Said, with a look between perplexity and trouble; 
^^ really this is a great responsibility upon me, and I 
do wish that poor dear Miss Moore woald recover, 
or that Mr. Templemore would retnm. Indeed, I 
wish both." 

^^ My only uneasiness is lest my orders should 
not be attended to," sententioosly said Doctor 
Petit. ^^Let my Orders be attended to, and I an- 
swer for the result." 

'^ Yes, bat suppose your orders should not be 
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attended toi" pettishly retorted Florence ; "I can- 
not be every where, can 1 1 — and the responsibility 
is all the same. So I do wish, I do, Mr. Temple- 
more would.come back I" 

As she uttered the words^ she happened to tarn 
round slightly. Dora stood before her, sileut and 
rather pale, bat with all the signs of life aboat 
her. On seeing her Josephine had uttered a cry 
of terror, and Jacques had looked bewildered and 
amazed ; bat it was blank dismay which appeared 
on Mrs. Logan's face as her rival thus returned 
from the grave to confront her. She stepped 
back, and clutched the doctor's arm, and gasped 
for breath, but she could not speak. Dora looked 
at her with sorrowful severity. She knew what 
feeling had brought Florence to Eva's sick-bed. 
It was not love for the child, it was not kindness 
or pity — it was the secret hope of winning back a 
past which her own act had forfeited — of conquer- 
ing anew her lost lover, and perhaps, too, the 
master of Deenah and Les Boches. 

" I am sorry to startle you, Mrs. Logan," she 
saifl, with much composure. " I believe a rumour 
of my death has been spread, and I can see that 
it has reached you. But, as you may perceive, I 
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am not dead, bat living, and on learnlng Eva's 
illness, I came at once. May I ask^ sir/' she said, 
addressing Doctor Petit in French, "what you 
think of the child's State f I trust you are not 
uneasy f " 

Doctor Petit did not answer at once. Mrs. 
Logan's agitation had strack him as very singa- 
lar ; he looked at her for some clae to gaide him, 
bat she had sank down on a chair pale as death, 
and her emotion was anintelligible to him ; so, 
looking at Dora, he said, point-blank, 

. '' May I know whom I have the honour of 
addressing I" 

" I am Mr. Templemore's wife, and Eva's step- 
mother," simply replied Dora. 

Doctor Petit bowed, bat looked more sarprised 
than impressed — indeed, if Mrs. Logan's silence 
had not confirmed Dora's words, he woald proba- 
bly have looked incredalons ; bat as no denial 
came from that qaarter, he was compelled to be- 
Heve this stranger. As he had heard, however, 
that Mrs. Templemore had left her husband's 
hoase very saddenly, and as he had no sort of 
coiiception of the degree of aathority which Mr. 
Templemore woald yield to her, were he to come 
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backy there was just a touch of pcdite supercilious- 
neas in bis reply. 

" I am uneasy — slightly so, I confess it, but still 
I am uoeasj. Nevertheless/' he added, tuming 
to Florence, ^ I do hope, aa I was telling yon, 
Madame, that, with. care and attention to my 
Orders, the child will do." 

And ^ he drew on his gloves, and looked for his 
hat, evidently considering Mrs. Logan as the per- 
son from whom he drew his mandate, and ignor- 
ing Mr. Templemore's wif e. 

Florence now roused herseif from the Stupor 
into which Dora's appearance had thrown her, and 
scarcely knowing, perhaps, what she was saying, 
she repeated mechanically her previous words. 

^^ It is such a responsibility. I do wish, I do, 
that Mr. Templemore would come back." 

Dora looked from one to the other, and she 
thoaght, with mach bittemess, 

"I have deserved this. On the day when I 
lef t this house I brought all this on myself ; then 
I must bear it — ^I must bear it 1" So her look 
remained calm, and the tones of her voice were 
low and even as she addressed Doctor Petit, and 
Said, '^ I am mach obUged to you, sir, for the care 

VOL. III. U 



290 DOBA. 

yoa have bestowed on the child, and I hope you 
will have the kindness to continue yoor attend* 
ance." 

'^I shall call again to-morrow moming/' said 
Doctor Petit, rather more graciously — "indeed, 
and spite the great distance, I have called twice 
daily, as Madame knows." 

'^ I am mach obliged to you," said Dora again ; 
^^ but you will not take it amiss, I hope, if I call 
in one of your brethren, Doctor Leroux, who 
usually attends on Eva, to assist you/' 

Doctor Petit looked as if he did take this very 
much amiss, and he said, rather stiffly,- that he 
would have no objection to hold a consultation on 
Eva's case with Doctor Leroux. " Though," he 
added, with marked emphasis, ^^ I cannot say I 
think it at all necessary." 

" That is not my meaning," resumed Dora : " I 
wish Doctor Leroux to conduct this case with you. 
And, indeed, on my way here I left word for him 
to call." 

Doctor Petit looked astounded. 

'^ Madame T he said, with some heat, '^ this is 
inflicting a very unnecessary affront upon me. 
You most know that I can consent to nothing of . 
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the kindy and your proposal leaves me no alterna- 
tive but to withdraw altogether." 

"Bat you must not withdraw ! " cried Florence, 
turning crimson, and whoUy forgetting how pain- 
f ul she had found her previoos State of responsi- 
bility, "/cannot allowit. /am answerable to Miss 
Moore f or the child's life.'' 

**And I to her father," interrupted Dora, with 
a slight flush on her pale cheek. 

"Well, Mrs. Templemore," retorted Florence, 
speaking very fast, "you will acknowledge that 
Eva was not left in your care." 

" Was she left inyours, Mrs. Loganf" 

" She was left to the care of Miss Moore, and 
all I have done has been done with Miss Moore's 
wish and authority." 

She spoke triumphantly, and Dora feit the force 
of the argument. Eva had not indeed been left 
in her care, and she did not know but her hnsband 
would resent her interference, even as he might be 
displeased with her retum. But memory, crossing 
the bitter chasm that now divided them, showed 
her a face füll of concem. To that she trusted. 

"I acknowledge Miss Moore's claims," she 
said^ answering Mrs. Logan^ " but Mr. Temple- 
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more's are greater still, and I act in bis name.'' 

Mrs. Logan was going to reply, for having al- 
ways plenty to say^ and being troubied witb no 
sense of dignity^ she was not one to be easily 
silenced ; bat Doctor Petit interf ered, and with a 
quiet waive of bis band, said loftily, 

^^ I beg, Madame, yoa will bave the goodness to 
say no more. It is impossible, af ter wbat has pass- 
ed, tbat I sbould continue to attend on tbis unfor- 
tunate cbild ; bat, in justice to myself, I must say 
tbis : sbe is now progressing favourably, if, tbere- 
fore, any casualty sbould occur, I wisb it to be 
well understood tbat tbe blame cannot rest upon 
me. 

He moved towards tbe door, but Florence at- 
tempted to detain bim. 

" I cannot allow tbis/' she said, " I really cannot. 
Miss Moore called you in, sbe is Eva's aunt, and 
sbe left tbe cbild in my care, and I cannot allow 
tbis 1" 

Sbe spoke angrily and fast, but Dora said not a 
Word to detain Doctor Petit, or to alter bis resolve, 
and if be bad tbe misfortune of being a very bad 
doctor, be was neitber a servile nor a mean man. 

^^ It is quite useless, Madame," he said, address- 
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ing Flopence, *' I am not accustomed to sucli treat- 
ment, and will not tolerate it. Madame, being the 
child's stepraother, no doubt has tbe greatest and 
tbe strongest rigbt to dictate on this matter]; only 
I think I migbt have been treated with more cour* 
tesyr 

** I meant and mean no discourtesy," here re- 
inarked Dora, ^^ but knowing what my husband's 
wish would be, I must obey it." 

^* I wash my hands of the result," said Doctor 
Petit, with a slight sneer, ^^ and I have the honour 
to wish you a good evening." 

Florence saw him to the door, then came back, 
her eyes sparkling with tears of anger and morti* 
fication. 

** Well, Dora," she said, "you have again pre- 
vailed against me ; bat if this child dies, Mr. 
Templemore shall know that you came back to 
prevent her from being saved. How dare you do 
it ?" »he asked impetuously, ** how dare you do it t" 

"And how dare you forget that the child is 
Biine?" asked Dora, with a quivering lip. **0n 
the day he married me he gave her to me. 1 asked 
him for her, and I got her. He gave himself too 
on that day, but if he has withdrawn one gif t," she 
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addedy in a failing voice, ^^ as I daresaj yoa know^ 
Florence, he has not yet taken back the other,** 
she saidy pointing to the little low bed. ^' Besides^ 
I have another right. You had, perhaps you still 
have, the father's heart ; bat even you must confess 
that I have always had the child's. And now pray 
let this cease — let there be silence and peace 
about that poor little sick-bed. Let there be no 
bitterness between us. The two men whom I have 
most loved — my brother — my husband^ have pre- 
f erred you to me. Leave me the child, Florence— 
leave me the child. But for my aunt and you, I 
should be Dora Courtenay still. Remember that, 
and grudge me not a position and a name which 
have cost me so dear, that when I read to-day my 
own epitaph on poor Aunt Luan's grave, I wished 
it were true — I wished I were lying there with her, 
away f rom all the bitterness which made me leav6 
this house, and which I find in it on my retum. 
Bemember Paul, Florence — remember him, and let 
there be peace between us." 

For once Mrs. Logan was affected; for once Dora 
had f ound the way to her heart. Paul Courtena/s 
name brought the tears to her eyes. She had not 
loved him very much ; but such as it was, this love 
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of her yoath had been the only dislnterested affec- 
tiou of her life* It had not stood the test of 
poverty, but money had not helped its birth. And 
Paul Courtenay had loved very faithfully. No 
second love had effaced her Image there^ and she 
knew it. 

. " Poor Paul !" she said, taking out her handker^ 
chief — "poor Paul! I was very sorry for him, 
and it made Mr. Logan in such a way with me. 
But then you know, Dora, it is me " — ^Mrs. Logan 
did not care much for grammar — " and not you, 
whom Mr. Templemore should have married. You 
will acknowledge that^ I am sure." 

**She never liked him — never," thought Dora, 
looking at her in wonder, " or she could not stand 
there talking so to me^ his wife." 

But she did not think it needf ul to answer Mrs« 
Logan's stränge remark. She had sat down by 
Eva's cot, and she was looking at the child. Eya's 
dark eyes glittered with fever, but she did not 
recognise her former govemess. 

*^ And how you can take the f rightf ul responsi- 
billty you are now taking with Eva is more than / 
can imagine," pettishly resumed Florence; "besides, 
you really have behaved abominably to Doctor 
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Petit. I am quite certain Mr. Tamplemore will 
be 90 an^y/' she addsed, laising her eyebrows^ to 
give her words more empbasis. 

Still Dora was silerat. She was thinkingwhat a 
difference Natare had placed between her and this 
woman. How one was made to float down the 
stream of grief, which nearly salnnerged the other. 
She woold never have let her husband go, if it 
broke her heartthat he shonid leave her ; she could' 
never have ]eft his honse, however mach bis 
indifference had stung her. If her follj led her 
into trouble, it would at least have saved her from 
such calamitj as had fallen to Dora's lot^ 

" On one thing, however, I am determined/' fe- 
sumed Mrs^Logan, getting angrjr at Dora's silence^ 
^^ that Miss Moore shall have the naedical attendant 
she prefers, and that Mr. Templemore shali know 
the truth." 

"You are very welcome," replied Dora, with 
sach evident weariness of this conversation that 
Mrs. Logan became scarlet, and giving her an in- 
dignant glanoe, darted out of the room. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

rpHE door liad scarcely closed on Mrs. Logan^ 
^ when Doctor Leroax was annoanced, and 
shown in by Jacques. Dora's face lit on seeing 
him. It was a relief to escape from the bitter 
tfaoughts Florence had left after her. She went 
np to him and said eagerly, 

" Eva is ill again ; but Doctor Petit, who was 
attending upon her " 

" Tben why did you send f or me f '* sharply in- 
terrupted Doctor Leroux. 

^^ Becattse I know Mr. Templemore has no f aith 
in him, and every faith in you ; he has left me 
affronted, but I cannot faelp that ; and where the 
child's life may be the cost, I cannot mind conri- 
esy — nor will you, I trost, mind professional eti- 
qnette." 

She spoke with some nneasiness, bat it was 
canseless. Doctor Leroux was a rieh man, and 
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f or etiquette of any kind he cared naught. His 
wealth placed him above the suspicion of wishing 
to secure a patient by unworthj means ; and as he 
entertained a profound contempt for Doctor 
Petit's skill, and a high respect for his own, he 
made no scmple of taking a patient from him in 
the hour of peril. So without f urther parley he 
approached Eva's bed^ and looked at the child* 
Dora read his face anxiously^ and its gravity filled 
her with concem. 

« Well I" she said at length. 

*^ Well, it will be a miracle if we save her," re- 
plied Doctor Leroux, with some bitterness; and 
intemally he added, ^^ Petit's mark is upon her." 

Fearf u1, indeed, is this power over lif e which the 
ignorant and unskilful possess, as well as the 
leamed and the gifted, all the more fearful that 
the guilty man is generally unconscioos of his 
gnilt. 

Doctor Petit, whatever may be his name or his 
conntry — whether he command a ship, a forlom 
hope, a Company, or rule by a sick-bed, is oor 
greatest enemy, if we but knew it. Ask the sol» 
diers whose bonos bleach on the battle-field, the 
sailors who have goue down with a despairing cry^ 
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the men and women whose homes are ruined, the 
mourners whose hearts are broken by the death of 
a loved one — ask them how they have fared 
through their trust in him, and be warned. The 
thief, the murderer, even, are less dangerous than 
the man whose claims to knowledge you eannot 
control, and whose ignorance you can only leam 
at your bitter cost. 

At first Dora feit stnnned; bat rallying at 
length, she said^ 

^'It is impossible! You eannot mean to say 
that the child must die, Doctor Leroux t" 

^' Not that she must, but that she may," he re« 
plied, somewhat shortly. 

Dora looked at Eva. It was not and it could 
not be mother^s love she feit for that poor little 
sufFerer, and therefore hers was not a mother^s 
bitter agony. But the knowledge that this little 
creature, motherless, and for the time, too, father« 
less, was dying, pierced her heart. She had loved 
the child, and the child, too, had loved her. Eva 
had been a tie between her and her husband. She 
had brought Dora back to his home when nothing 
eise, it seemed to her, could have done it — lind 
now that gentle and tender bond: must soon be 
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broken. They would stand apart without that 
loving link, and they could not even meet by Eva's 
grave. 

" He would not believe in my grief," tfaoaght 
Dora ; " and he shall not «ee it to doubt it. When 
Eva is dead — ^if she mtist die, indeed — ^I shall 
leave this house again, and this time all will be 
surely over f or ever !" 

Bat mast the child die 1 It seemed so bar d. 
Doctor Leroux was gone, and Dora sat by Eva*s 
oot, holding Eva's little wasted band in her own, 
and she could not believe it, Oh ! if there wete 
bat power in love to keep those loved beings who 
go away f rom us so surely, whether their leave- 
taking be swif t or slow I ** Stay with me," Dora 
longed to say — ^^stay with me, my darlingl I 
never can teil yoa my trouble, but still you will 
oomfort it. There is'more consolation in a child's 
loving kiss than in all men and women can say to 
prove that one ought not to moum. Oh I if I could 
but keep you ! — if I but couW 1" And then to think 
that this tender little being must really die and be 
put in the cold damp earth, there to moulder away, 
with all its beauty prematurely destroyed, and the 
sweet promises of youth f or ever unf ulfiUed ! The 
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tboQght filled Dora's heart with pity as well as 
wijth sorrow. Every caress she had received from 
tbe child — every fond, endearing word which had 
been excbanged between them in those hoors 
wben Dora was no longer tbe governess and Eva 
tbe pupil, came back and inflicted its pang upon 
her. '^ I never could bave left this bouse if sbe 
had been in it !" sbe tbougbt — " never I" Tben 
came tbe tbougbt of wbat it would be wben tbe 
child was gone — bow empty, how silent, bow cold ! 
And so vivid were these images — so painfully real 
did imagination make tbem — tbat Dora grasped 
Eva's band tili tbe child opened her beavy eyes 
and looked wonderingly at her step-motber. Sbe 
had no knowledge of deatb, and no fear of tbe 
destroyer. He migbt come and steal her away, 
and she would yield to bim with tbe meek uncon- 
sciousness of her years. Sbe would never suspect 
or know tbat there was a power strenger by f ar 
than tbat of tbe kind band which now held bers. 

'^Cousin Dora/' she said, with a suddenness 
tbat Startled Dora, ^^ wben is Doctor Petit Coming 
back!" 

" Wbat do you want bim for, Eva ?" 

" I don't like Doctor Leroux." 
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Bat the words were spoken f aintly^ and she feil 
back into her old languor. 

" The very child is against me," thought Dora. 
Her heart «ckened within her as, remembering 
the strife she had already gone through, she fore« 
saw another trial, more cruel still. What if, see- 
ing matters through the bittemess of his altered 
feelings^ Mr. Teraplemore should lay the death of 
his child to her door f He might not say it, in- 
deed, bat she wonld read it in his eyes, and woald 
not that be hard indeed ? " Since Doctor Leroux 
cannot promise to save the child/' she thought, 
** woald it not be better f or me that I had never 
come here, or had left her to the other man's 
care? He said he could save her; and who 
knows — oh ! who knows, perhaps he could ! — per- 
haps it is true I am killing her !" 

The thought was so exquisitely painful, that 
Dora dropped Eva's band and left the side of the 
little cot. She went to the window, leaned against 
the glass pane, and cried there as if her heart 
would break. Two thoughts were with her, and 
either was very hard to bear. One, that there 
was little or no hope of saving Eva ; the other, 
that, believing her to be dead, Mrs. Logan and her 
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husband had indulged in hopes, feit or spoken — ^it 
mattered not — which her retum must needs diapeL 

^^ He believes me to be dead, and he will find 
ine to be living," thought Dora. " He hopes to 
marrj Florence^ and he will learn that he is still 
boand to me. I am the bittemess and the clog of 
his life. The dark cloud, which ever comes be- 
tween the sun of happiness and him !*' As this 
Beeret voice spoke to her in such bitter language^ 
Dora asked herself, with something like passion, 
why she was tried so cruelly. Why was her life 
a double bürden — to herseif first, then to him J 
And she feit so strong^ so free from disease, so 
füll of vitalitj ! It seemed to her as if she could 
live for even ^^ I daresay I shall survive them 
both/' she thought; ^^they will die, and I shall 
live on into dreary old age, forgotten by death, as 
1 have been forgotten by love." 

Bitter, indeed, was the thought, and nothing 
came to soften its bittemess. Eva was worse the 
next moming, and Doctor Petit pronounced Miss 
Moore out of danger. His verdict, indeed, might 
have been doubtful, but she asked to see Dem, 
and her appearance fully confirmed her medical 
attendant's assertion. 
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*'Mn. Templemorei'' said Miss Moore, with 
some energy, ^^ what do you mean by tampering 
80 with mj nieoe ? — ^wbat do yon mean ?" 

Dora did not answer at once. She looked f rom 
the sick lady in her bed to Florence, i^ho faad 
taken ont her handkerchief, and was weeping be- 
hind hj and she tried to say calmly^ 

** I did all for the best, Miss Moore — ^I followed, 
as I believed, Mr. Templemore's wishes." 

^^ Bat it was to me Mr. Templemore lef t niy 
niece/' argued Miss Moore; "and you take ad- 
v^ntage of me and my illness to get hold of her, 
Miss Gonrtenay." 

" Mrs. Templemore," corrected Dora. 

** Yes, I know you are bis wife," impatiently 
retorted Miss Moore; "you need not taunt me 
with it." 

" I mean no taunt, Miss Moore ; but it is because 
I am bis wife that I have a right over bis child." 

Miss Moore looked helplessly at Mrs. Logan, 
who had withdrawn her handkerchief, and was 
tapping her foot impatiently. Dora read that look 
very easily — it meant, " I have done my best, you 
See, bat I cannot help myself." Indeed, Miss 
Moore's next remark was to that purpose. 
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"Well, Mrs. Templemore," she said, "I am 
not able to save poor Eva from you and that Doc- 
tor Lerouz ; bat, remember/' she added, weeping, 
" remember, that if I lose my sistei^s child, I shall 
hold you guilty." 

'^ I cannot accept that guilt, Miss Moore ; lif e 
and death are not in my power, and I have still 
hope that Eva may be saved." 

Miss Moore tossed restlessly in her bed ; Mrs. 
Logan looked indignant, and, after a brief pause, 
Dora withdrew and went back to Eva. She had 
lef t Josephine with the child, and she f ound the 
girl inclined to remain and be communicative, es- 
pecially on the subject of Fanny. 

"Madame may believe me," she said, confi» 
dentially, " but I never believed in that demoiselle 
with her blue eyes. I always told Jacques she 
was deceitf ul ; and when she came back and said 
Madame Courtenay was dead, and took away all 
Madame's letters and things, I said to Jacques, ^ I 
do not like that ; and I do not believe Madame 
sent that Mademoiselle Fanny back.' Jacques 
will not grant it now^ but I said it ; and I never 
believed Madame was really dead, for, you see, 
Monsieur never went into mourning, nor never 
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Said a word. Only Madame Logan's maid sald' it 
to Jacques, who told me ; bat no one told Mon-r 
sieur, who went about looking so grave and so 
Stern ; bat servants mast be careful, as Madame 
knowSy and not repeat every word they hear. And 
I have always been discreet/' continaed Josephine^ 
adding, with an abnipt transition, ^^I can make 
dresses too, and trim caps qaite prettily. Made^ 
moiselle Fanny took many a hint from me. For 
being English, yoa know, she had not the right 
knack which we French have." 

"Josephine wants to be my maid," thought 
Dora, with a sigh ; ^^ poor girl, she does not know 
my reign is over. I am still qaeen, of coarse, bat 
where is my kingdom ? And who and what shall 
I be in this house if poor little Eva dies f " 

"She is thinking over it," conjectared Jose- 
phine, watching Dora's pensive face ; "I did well 
to teil her aboat trimming caps. Madame Goarte- 
nay always was particular ab9at her caps." 

And Dora, whose thoughts were far away, saw 
a sad image of herseif going back alone to the 
poor hoase where Mrs. Courtenay was waiting ; 
whilst Eva slept in her little grave, and Mr. Tem- 
plemore brooded over his grief in Les Boches, 



307 



CHAPTER XX. 

npHE concierge in the Hotel Rue de Rivoli was 
-*• leaning back in bis chair, and looking pen- 
aively at a telegram which lay on the table before 
bim. It bad been lying there seven davs^ and had 
not been claimed as yet by Mr. Templemore. 
Was this a second edition of that gentleman's mys- 
terious disappearance ? The concierge thonght so, 
and was rounding off a period, when again Mr, 
Templemore spoiled his story by suddenly coming 
f orward. A clue to the truth which he had not 
ceased to seek had taken bim suddenly from Les 
Boches to a place beyond Paris, but it had proved 
yain, and he was Coming to the Hdtel tospend the 
night there on his way home, when the concierge, 
recognising bim, rose, and said with mach alacrity, 
<^ We were afraid something had happened to 
Monsieur. This dispatch bas been lying here for 
Monsieur no less than seven days.'* 

x2 
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Mr. Templemore's colour fled as he heard him* 
Who coald send a dispatch to this place, save Miss 
Moore, and what coald she send it for but to give 
evil tidings of Eva f He tore the paper open with 
a trembling hand; but bis heart sickened as be 
read it. The telegram was sent by Doctor Petit, 
and that gentleman informed bim tbat Miss Moore 
and her niece were both ill of scarlatina ; that he, 
Doctor Petit, was attending upon them, and that 
though there was danger, he hoped to get them 
through. 

Mr. Templemore stood with the paper in bis 
band, stunned with a grief so unexpected. That 
Eva sbould be ill was ever possible, but tbat she 
should fall into the hands he most dreaded had 
alwajs seemed out of the question ; and now this 
dreadf ul evil had come to pass, and for seven days 
bis child had been in the power of Doctor Petit« 
All might be well, or all might be over by this. 
Mr. Templemore asked for a railway guide. The 
last train left for Bouen at seven, and it was half- 
past six now. There was no time to send a tele- 
gram to Les Roches and receive the answer before 
the departure of the train. He must go at once, 
go with the agony of that doabt upon him, or wait 
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tili the next day to save Eva from Doctor Petit's 
ruthless Lands 1 

Within ten minutes to seven Mr. Templemore 
was in the waiting-room of the Havre Station, 
and whilst his eager eyes sought the band of the 
railway dock, and his heart sickened with im- 
patience, very bitter were Mr. Templemore's 
thoughts. Yes, aH migbt be over now. Eva 
might be dead by this. The disease which he had 
dreaded most of all for her might have robbed him 
of his last child, as it had of her two little sisters. 
The enemy had come whilst he was away seeking 
for one who had all but replaced his child in his 
heart. ^^ If I had been with Eva I should at least 
have saved her from Petit," he thought. " Oh ! 
Dora I Dora I must you cost me so dear as this ?" 

There was a double agony in the f eeling. Then 
swiftly other thoughts rushed through his mind. 
The mother whom he had given to his little girl 
had proved faithless. Alas I they had both been 
faithless, father and adopted mother too. Love 
and wrath had been fatal alike to Eva, and the 
innocent child's life must pay for a passion of 
which childhood has no conception. 

Only a few people were waitiug for the express 
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traiiii but amongst them was a young English 
matron with children, a nursery-maidy and a whole 
arraj of small baskets, and toys^ and worrying 
parcels. Mr, Templemore walked to the other 
eiid of the waiting-room^ in order not to see this 
faappy group. That woman had four children, 
and he, who had but one, might soon be childless. 
There would be joy in her hoftie for many years, 
whilst his might be hushed and silent« He was 
not envious, he wished her no evil, but he could 
not look on her happiness» The sight was one, 
however, which he could not escape. One of the 
chiidren, a little girl, ran past him, to Jump into 
the arms of a gentleman, who kissed her and 
joined the group. He was evidently the father 
and husband. ^' Why did I not meet Dora years 
ago?" thought Mr. Templemore, in the bittemess 
of his heart. ** She would have been Eva's mother^ 
and all would have been welL There never could 
have been unkindness between us with such a tie. 
And Dora would never have left her child's home 
as she left her husband's — never I" 

These travellers made themselves at home, Eng- 
lish fashion, and spoke loud and freely together. 
Tiny — ^uch was the little girl's name — made daring 
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ftttempts on one of the baskets holding biscuits. 
The nurse scolded, bat Tiny, defiant sinner, only 
laughedy and throwing back her golden corls, got 
np on her smiling mother^s knee and hngged her. 
The child was young and fair, wholly unlike the 
darke-yed Eva ; but many a time Mr. Templemore 
had Seen his little daughter thus in Dora's arms, 
caressing and fond, and now, looking at this 
Strange mother and child, he also remembered 
something that had occurred during his hurried 
joumey from Deenah to Les Boches with Dora. 
Conquered by fatigue, he had fallen asleep one 
night in the railway carriage. When he woke 
in the grey moming Dora was sleeping too, and 
he found that, unconscioasly, he had laid his head 
upon her Shoulder. Then, as the carriage still moved 
on, and he saw the deep purple plains in the faint 
light'of dawn, the thought came to him how often 
bis child's innocent head had rested where his 
now lay, and how often again, as he hoped, he 
should see her clasped to that kind heart. It had 
been one of his troubles to know that Eva would 
never love Florence, and now it was a joy to f eel 
that he could hold these two, Dora and the child, 
in one love, undivided. He gently moved away, 
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and Dora awakening, asked what was the next 
Station. He told her, bat he did not say how this 
little incident seemed to have given his brief mar- 
ried life some of the sweetness which only comes 
with years ; and how this girl, who had been his 
wif e bat a fortnight^ was already to him as the 
mother of his child. 

Again Mr. Templemore feit he coald not look 
on, and he tumed his head away. He coald not 
help loving Dora, whatever happened ; bat if Eva 
died, grief, remorse, and a child's grave woald be 
between him and Dora, ay, even thoagh she nerer 
left bis side again. Gould he forget that if he had 
not been within call in the hoar of danger, she 
was the caase ; coald he forget that some stränge 
woman, and not his wife, was now with his sick 
and dying child ? 

At last the wooden barrier was opened, and the 
travellers hastened to the row of carriages with the 
load impatient hissing engine at the head. Five 
minutes more and they were in motion, first pant* 
ing, then flying throagh the coantty. The sabarbs 
jnelted away into a green landscape. The Seine 
gleamed, then disappeared, then came again to 
sight, villages were seen^ then towns, then fields 
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and orchards. Then towns once more in the 
autamn sunset, and still they went on, and Mr. 
Templemore thonght they would never reach their 
goal. At length the hüls which surroanded Ronen 
came in view, then the spires of the old Gothic city 
rose in the darkness of the night, and Mr. Temple- 
more feit he mnst prepare for the worst. 

There were two ways of reaching Les Koches. 
Mr. Templemore chose the shortest. A carriage 
took him np a steeper path than the winding road 
which led to the chäteau, and being unable to pro- 
ceed any farther, left him within fifty yards of the 
wooden door in the boundary wall. Mr. Temple- 
more paid and dismissed the cabman without a 
Word. The man looked after him curionsly. He 
saw him take ont a key, and heard him open the 
door and enter, locking the door after him. 

"They have their troubles too," he thonght, 
making his horses tarn. ^^ They have trees and 
gardens, and honses, bat they have their troables 
too." 

Swif tly, yet with the fear of death at his heart, 
Mr. Templemore went on throngh the dark paths. 
At length the hoase stood befolg him. It looked 
strangely qniet and solemn. Not a light bomed in 
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the Windows, not one human being was visible« 
He stood for a moment waiting for some token of 
life, but none came from that sUent dwelling. 
Saddenly, and as Mr. Templemore was Walking 
quickly throngh the flower-garden, Jacques ap- 
.p^ared with a lantern in his band. In a moment 
Mr. Templemore stood bj the maji. 

" Well !" he said. 

He could utter no more. His lips were parched 
and dry, and fever sickened his very heart. 
. Jacques was slightly startled at his master*s un- 
ezpected appearance, and there was just a moment's 
pause, an etemity of torment and doubt, ere he an- 
swered, 

" Mademoiselle Eva is very low." 

Mr. Templemore had tried to prepare himself 
for a worse reply than this, but by the agony it 
gave him he could test the vanity of all such pre- 
paration. 

*' Doctor Petit thought she was getting better," 
resumed Jacques, ^^ and he cured Mademoiselle 
Moore ; but that was in the beginning, and Made- 
moiselle Eva is not so well now." 

Mr. Templemore was standing perfectly still, 
like one incapable of sense or motion ; but his eyes 
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äashed when he heard Doctor Petit's fatal name, he 
Started, as if that name had stung him back from 
torpor into life. 

** My Qod r he cried, " who brought that man 
— ^who brought him ?" 

There was something so desperate in his look 
and töne, that Jacques stepped back, and forgot 
his partizanship for Doctor Petit, which he shared 
with the whole household, in personal uneasiness. 
So hastily evading Mr. Templemore's question^ he 
answered, 

" Doctor Petit cured Mademoiselle Moore, and 
attended Mademoiselle Eva at first ; but Doctor 
Leroux has the care of her now." 

" When has he been I" 

" He lef t five minutes ago." 

Mr. Templemore put no f urther questions, but 
walked on. The fatal thought, *^ Petit has mur- 
dered her, and Leroux himself cannot save her — 
I have come too late I" rang through him again and 
again like a knell. He entered the house, tumed 
into the school-room, thence into Dora's sitting- 
room, and went up the private staircase which led 
to the apartment Eva had once shared with her 
goveruess. 



316 DOBA. 

He pashed the door of the child's room opeit 
very softly. He did not wish her to be startled 
bj bis sudden appearance. The night lamp shed 
a dull faint light in the sick-room, a low wood fire 
smouldered on the hearth, but Mr. Templemore 
could see Eva's little white cot at the other end of 
the apartment. He approached it gently. A 
calm, regulär breathing told bim the child was 
sleeping. He bent over her very cautiously. 
Long, keen, and attentive was the look. Sudden«- 
ly Eva's eyes opened. Mr. Templemore remained 
perfectly still. She looked at him with a half 
wondering gaze, in which sleep contended ; then 
her lids fluttered and feil, her eyes closed, and she 
was sleeping soundly. With a relieved sigh Mr. 
Templemore tumed away. Eva was saved, and 
he knew it. 

" Thank God !" he said, half aloud— " thank 
God 1" 

He walked towards the fireplace, then stood 
stilL A flickering ray of the firelight shot up 
from the hearth; and pale, wom, and altered 
though she was, he saw and knew her. This was 
bis wif e who stood before him ! For a moment 
his heart seemed to cease to beat. For a moment 
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he stood, pale as death, and as silent. For a mo- 
inent she, too, was mate and still, looking at him 
äs he looked at her. But she had been expecting 
him days, and she recovered first. She raised a 
warning hand. 

^^Do not waken her/' she said in the lowest 
whisper — ^but low though it was, her voice shook ; 
** she is saved — ^she will live !" 

Great joys come to us like great sorrows. Mr. 
Templemore could neither move nor speak — he 
feit stunned. He had got them both back — the 
wife and the child, and for a while he could only 
lock at his lost Dora's face. 

" My wife ! — my dear wife !" he said at lengtb. 

He took her in his arms. The word " wife " 
was a sesame. No term of endearment had ever 
soanded half so sweet as this^when he had spoken 
it, in the past ; and as he uttered it now her whole 
heart seemed to go forth to meet him. When he 
opened his arms to receive her, she threw hers 
around his neck, and all was forgiven and forgot- 
ten for ever between these two. 

^^ Then you are glad I am not dead," she said, 
smiling through her happy tears ; ^' you never had 
that cruel ^ Dora Courtenay ' put on poor aunt's 
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grave ?— you never wLshed to marry Mrs. Logan ? 
You need not teil me so. I know it — ^I know it !" 

• 

Yes, this was truly Dora — Dora jealoas and 
fond^ and Dora joyoos and light-hearted. Dora 
who had fled from him in hasty resentment, and 
had come back on the first token of the child's 
peril. But great joy is incredulons. The cruel 
fear of Eva's danger was but a few hours old. It 
had not taken upon him the hard grasp of reality. 
He conld bid it begone like an evil nightmare ; bat 
the doabtS| the fears, the anguish he had gone 
throngh in seeking the woman whose voice he 
heard, whose band he held, all came back to him 
now, and seemed to say, " Do not be too sure — 
you may be dreaming, and when yoa waken she 
may be gone.'^ 

"I cannot believeit 1" he exclaimed vehemently 
— *'I cannot believe I have got you back !'* 

'^Andyetlam no ghostl" she answered joy-» 
ously. 

Ah ! but how pale and wom she looked ! She 
had been watchlng many nights, surely ? 

"Four," she answered simply. "I did not dare 
to leave Eva f or fear they should bring back Doo« 
tor Petit.** 
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'^ You brought Leroux, then !" 
" I did. I bad a hard battle, but I won." 
"And Petit would have killed her. She is now 
your child, indeed !" 

There are some sweet drops in this bitter cup 
of lif e, as the poets call it. 

" I am sure of him now," thoaght Dora — " sure 
f or ever." 

Eva moved slightly. At once Dora was by her 
side ; bat Eva was only dreaming. Dora raised 
the cortain and bent over the sleeping child to 
make sure of her slumber ; and Mr. Templemore 
looked at them both, and never forgot that picture 
— ^the poor little head on its white pillow, and the 
faithf ul, tender face above it. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

Tll ß. TEMPLEMOEE had sent Dora to her 
•^"-■" room to rest and sleep, and Dora had obeyed 
him. It was sweet to go and rest after fatigae, 
and to sleep after watching, and sweeter than all 
to know she was doing both in her hasband*8 
house, and under her husband's care. 

She looked around her with a delicious sense of 
home. How pleasant to sit down in that large 
arm-chair, and rest a while, and think of her hus- 
band, surrounded as she was with tokens of her 
husband's affection I How pleasant, after the 
vexing storms of the past, to rejoice in the sweet 
peace of the present ! The same sense of repose 
foUowed her when she at length laid her head on 
her pillow, and composed herseif to sleep. 

"Adieu to care," she thought. "If our love 
has survived such bitter trials, surely we need not 
fear for it. We are mortal, and, therefore, may 
suffer again, for we cannot conquer sickness and 
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death ; but f or all that, adieu to care ! Now I can 
fall asleep and not dread wakening. And to-mor- 
row I can waken, and not feel in my heart, ' An- 
other bitter day lies before me.* I know that Eva 
will live — I know that he sits with her thinking 
of me — I know that the delightf ul days are all 
Coming back like spring after winter." 

Yes, she knew it, and when she ceased to know 
it — when thought folded her wings, and a gentle 
torpor crept over her — when fatigue and happi- 
ness both wrapt her in a delightful heaviness, and 
made her close her eyes — she feit it still. It was 
the last consciousness she carried with her into the 
World of sleep — it was the meaning of all her 
dreams, and her bright welcome when she woke. 

Whilst Dora slept, Mr. Templemore sat up and 
watched in Eva's room. He had sat down in 
Dora's vacant chair by the fireplace, and looking 
at the red embers, he threw off the weary bürden 
of the past, and indulged in some bright dreams. 
Bat suddenly the image of Florence, pale and 
reproachful — Florence, who had wronged him, 
but whom he had abetted too willingly, came back 
like an upbraiding. How completely he had 
given up the old love, and how eagerly he had 

VOL. m. Y 
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turned to the new ! Was not this vehement 
affection the justification of Mrs. Logan's jealoosy. 
^^ YeSy'' he thought, with something like remorse, 
" she was right enough. I was always too fond of 
Dora. I always gave her too mach, and now she 
has all, and she has a right to all. The foUy of a 
siUy woman and the gmlt of a mad one have made 
it too late for repentance or regret. Then why 
perplex myself with what might have been, bat 
never can be I — why gradge myself the happiness 
of what it is, when that ^ is ' happens to be a giri I 
love, and a yoang wife like Dora !" 

Thas spoke Beason, and Conscience lent her a 
very willing ear, and Bemorse retreated discom- 
fited, and in some disorder. An anexpected ally, 
moreover, came to Beason's aid, and made her mis- 
tress of the field. 

Dora had not long been gone, for thoaght 
travels fast, when the door throagh which she had 
left opened gently. Mr. Templemore looked 
qaickly round. He had scarcely time to recog- 
nize Miss Moore's Square figure, when he heard 
her lock the door, and take out the key ; then, 
crossing the room swiftly, she went to another 
door and locked that too. He stared at her in 
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silent amazement, bat it was piain Miss Moore did 
not See him. She went to Eva's bed, peeped cau- 
tioQsIy at the child, then walked away on tiptoe, 
took a large, old-fashioned arm-chair, shook the 
cushion upou it, wheeied it to Eva's cot, then sat 
down, with a gentle sigh of relief, took ofif her 
curls, fumbied in her pocket, brought out a white- 
frilled night-cap and put it on. She was tying 
the strings, when, to her mingied terror and con- 
fusion, Mr. Templemore appeared before her. 
Miss Moore feit petrified, and so she did not 
scream ; but when Mr. Templemore, who did not 
want to waken the child, made a sign that she 
was to rise, Miss Moore mechanicallj obejed, and 
found strength to do so. He took a light, and she 
foUowed him to the neighbouring room. 

"Miss Moore," he inquired, when they were 
out of Eva's hearing, " may I ask the meaning of 

this r 

" I — I wanted to sit up with Eva," stammered 
Miss Moore ; ^^ I thought she was alone." 

" What made you think sot — did you see my 
wif e leave !" 

" Yes — just so. I saw her leave, and I came to 
sit up with the child." 

y2 
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" Miss Moore, why did you lock the door I" 

Miss Moore was mute. 

"It is not possible," he said, rather bltterly, 
" that you meant to lock out my wif e I" 

" I — I don't know," was Miss Moore's piteous 
reply. 

It was piain that such had been her intention ; 
but Mr. Templemore did not think Miss Moore 
capable of originating so rebellious a scheine, and 
bis eyes flashed with resentment, as he said, 

"Who advised this? Of course you would 
never have done it I" 

Miss Moore turned traitor without remorse. " It 
was Mrs. Logan," she said. 

" Mrs. Logan I Good Heavens I what could be 
her motivel What coiild make her wish to insult 
my wif e in her own house I And, Miss Moore, 
how could you abet her!" 

"I have a right over Eva," jealously replied 
Miss Moore; "she is my sister's child af ter all, 
and I have no faith in Doctor Leroux ; and Doc- 
tor Petit cured me, Mr. Templemore." 

Mr. Templemore feit too indignant to argue that 
point ; but he said again, 

" But Mrs. Logan has no right — how dare she 
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meddle? — ^how dare she advise you so, Miss 
Moore !" 

" I sappose it vexed her that Mrs. Templemore 
should be alive/' composedly said Miss Moore ; 
"you see, she thought that you were a widower, 
I suppose, when she came to mind Eva and me." 

Mr. Templemorö heard her with mingled anger 
and shame. Not a shadow of remorse or regret 
could remain in his heart after this. " And I have 
loved this small, silly, selfish creature," he thought, 
in mute indignation ; " this ruthless little thing, 
who would have sacrificed my child's life as well 
as her own pride to indulge a moment's revenge !" 

He could not speak at once, so bitter were his 
feelings ; and that bitterness showed itself in the 
first words he uttered — 

"Miss Moore, Dora must never know this — 
never, mind you. She must never know that this 
insult was contemplated." 

Miss Moore was quite willing to vow that she 
would never teil Mr. Templemore's wife the little 
plot that had been concocted against her. And 
though she had been faithless to Mrs. Logan, she 
was strictly faithful to herseif. Dora never did 
know it. She never knew why, when her hus- 
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band spoke of Florence, which was but rarely, 
he spoke of her with such bitter emphasis and 
such resentful looks. She never knew why, when 
a year after this^ Mr. Templemore heard of Mrs. 
Logan's marriage with a learned Judge, he uttered 
so serious and eamest a " poor f ellow 1" 

" But you might have been that * poor f ellow,' '* 
gaiiy Said Dora. 

" Never," he rather sharply answered. " I have 
committed some mistakes, but they have never 
been fatal ones. Either reason resumed her sway 
at the critical moment, or," he added, smiling, 
"some good fairy came to the rescue when all 
seemed lost. So you see that I never could have 
been that ^ poor f ellow 1' " 

"I see," thought Dora; "there is something 
I have never known ; but I am not Blue Beard's 
wif e — I can bear it." 

But all this was yet to come. When Dora en- 
tered Eva's room the next moming, so bright and 
joyous that Mr. Templemore told her she looked 
like the sunbeam whom the alchemist caught and 
imprisoned, 

" Then mind you lock me up, or I shall escape," 
replied Dora ; " do not trust me— do not trust me." 
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Alas ! Mrs. Gourtenajr's worst presentiments 
were being fulfiUed. Mr. Templemore wanted to 
keep her, and Dora [wanted to stay. "Yes," 
thought Mrs. Courtenay, as she sat alone and sad, 
and looked out at the village street, " I knew how 
it would be." 

This time Mrs. Courtenay was not frowning. 
Dora's mother was weeping, gently, indeed, not 
with a bitter or passionate flow, but still with 
sorrow and heartache. Dora had been gone^ oh ! 
so long, and she was not returning. She wrote 
frequently, almost daily ; but she did not come 
back. Mrs. Courtenay knew how ill Eva had 
been, and how well she was getting. She knew 
that Mr. Templemore had come back, and that 
Dora was, as she said, happier than ever ; but when 
Dora would come to her, or if ever she would 
come, Mrs. Courtenay did not know. And thus, 
though the cards la)»^ before her, though the 
favourite patience of His Majesty Louis XVIII. 
had come out beautifully, Mrs. Courtenay was 
gloomy, and indulged in some reflections more 
Philosophie than cheerf ul. " I have always read 
in history," sadly thought the poor lady, "that 
when two contending powers made peace, it was 
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at the expense of a third, some poor little weak 
kingdom, or dukedom, or republic, which they 
either divided or sacrificed in some dreadful way 
or otKer. And that is how Dora and Mr. Temple- 
raore are now acting. Of course I cannot be di- 
vided, or made three pieces of, like poor Poland, 
but then I can b6 excluded from tbe confederation, 
as it were, and told to mind my own business, and 
let the mighty people settle their own affairs. Dora 
is a good daughter, and she loves me very dearly, 
but then she is crazy about her husband, and, of 
course, he is desperately fond of her, and they are 
making a new honeymoon of it. And, of course, 
too, I must be sacrificed. I always thought Doctor 
Kichard looked like a jealous man, and I do be- 
lieve he will lock her up rather than let her be out 
of his sight. And if he does, how can she help 
herseif, poor dear !" 

Yet it was a hard case, a very hard case, but 
it was of a piece with that carrying off of the 
Sabines which Mr. Templemore had emulated on 
his wedding-day. '^ It began then, and it is end- 
ing now," thought the poor lady. "I have lost 
my Dora !" 

Mrs. Courtenay was sitting in the parlour, look- 
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ing disconsolately at the sunburnt road through 
the green screen of vine-leaves which framed her 
windoW; as she came to this lameutable conclusion. 
The Cards lay before her, and a red glow from the 
west stole in and filled the piain room with warmth 
and light. Mrs. Gourtenay was dazzled as well as 
miserable, and leaning back in her chair with a 
sigh, she closed her wearied eyes with the dismal 
reflection, " Where is the use of looking I" 

^^ Mamma! mamma!" said a pleasant voice, 
which sounded in her ear. Mrs. Oourtenay started 
and looked round, She was alone in the room. 
" I am here," said the voice again ; and this time 
Mr«. Gourtenay, turning in the direction whence 
the voice came, saw Dora's bright face looking at 
her laughingly through the vine-leaves. "You 
have been crying," said Dora, putting on a frown. 
** I See it. I am very angry 1" 

"Don't 1" imploredMrs.Oourtenay, deprecatingly. 

Dora shook her head, then vanished. The next 
moment she was in the room, and she stood before 
her mother with a grave face and a threatening 
forefinger. 

" I told you I would come back, but you did not 
believe it, and yet here I am." 
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" Yes," Said Mrs. Courtenay, admiringly; "and 
how well and how pretty you look, Dora ! How 
did you get away ?" she asked, as Dora sat down 
by hei^ and kissed her heartily. 

" Did I not teil you I would get out through the 
window ?" gaily replied Dora. 

" Oh 1 but I hope you did not," exclaimed Mrs. 
Courtenay in some alarm. "That wonld never 
do, Dora. Mr. Templemore would not like it." 

Dora looked a little defiant. 

" Why did he lock the door !" she asked. 

Mrs. Courtenay clasped her hands. 

" And did he lock the door I" she cried. " Dora» 
that was disgraceful; but you should have pro- 
cured another key, and not jumped out of the 
window !" 

" My dear Mrs. Courtenay, do not believe her/' 
now Said the voice of Mr.* Templemore, who had 
been standing behind her chair all the time. " The 
doors of Les Koches were wide open, but Dora 
was so unwilling to come that I had to bring her 
to you." 

" That is pure slander, you know, mamma," 
composedly said Dora, " and you know better." 

Mrs. Courtenay was a little flurried by Mr. 
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Templemore's sudden appearance, bat she prompt- 
ly recovered, and her first words were an Inquiry 
after Eva. 

" Eva is very well, thank you, but we do not 
leave her long alone, and you will not take it nn- 
kindly, my dear Madame, if we ask you to come 
away with us — almost at once." 

He spoke with his old kindness and conrtesy. 
Mrs. Courtenay looked at him and at her daugh- 
ter, and her Ups parted to say — 

" Mr. Templemore, you did not want me in your 
house, and I will not return to it," but for Dora's 
sake she was mute. " They shall never guess that 
I know it — ^" she thought — " never. I, too, shall 
have my secret and my bürden, but my dear Dora 
shall be happy — quite happy — ^if I can make her 
sor 

" I shall soon be ready," she replied meekly. 

" Let me pack up for you," gaily said Dora. 

She rose and went upstairs, and her first act 
was to look for, and burn Mr. Templemore's letter. 
As it shrivelled up bef ore her, she smiled triumph- 
antly. Thus all bittemess, all unkindness would 
perish and pass away f rom their two lives. She soon 
came down again. 
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" We are ready," she said to her husband. 

The carriage which had brought them from the 
railwaj-station was at the door waiting. Mrs. 
Oourtenay allowed her daughter to put on her 
bonnet and shawl withoat a word. Still meek and 
silent she entered the carriage, and she. scarcely 
opened her lips during the joumey to Les Boches. 
Dora noticed this, and she said a little jealously as 
they went up the stone steps that led to the house. 

" Well, are you not pleased to be home again." 

" Yes, my- dear, very mnch pleased," meekly re- 
plied Mrs Courtenay ; but night had set in, and 
it was well that Dora did not see her mother's face. 
Mrs. Conrtenay said she was tired, and she went up 
to her room. 

^' Mr. Templemore will want Dora all to him- 
self," she thought, with a swelling heart ; ^^ I must 
not be in the way." 

The room was a pleasant room, and Mrs. Cour- 
tenay looked around it drearily. She feit chill, 
and she had asked for a fire ; but though the logs 
burned and crackled cheerf ully od the hearth, Mrs. 
Courtenay feit miserable. These two, her daugh- 
ter and son-in-law, were happy below without her. 
Yes, remembering her own early-raarried days, she 



BORA. 333 

could imagine how it was with them. During the 
journey home Mr. Templemore had alluded to one 
of bis Eastem wanderiugs, and to some sketches he 
had made of the ruined cities which lie beyond the 
Jordan and the sea of Galilee. 

^' Why did you never show them to me ?" asked 
Dora quickly. 

And Mr. Templemore had answered — 

" You shall See them this evening." 

So it was not difficult for Mrs. Courtenay to 
imagine how these two were now engaged. She 
could hear Mr. Templemore's voice and Dora's 
soft laugh ; and she could see, too, Dora's wonder- 
ing bright eyes raised to her husband's face, and 
his smile half amused, half fond, for he was very 
fond of her indeed, fonder than ever, it seemed to 
Mrs. Courtenay, and of course they did not want, 
they did not miss her. 

"Poor Mrs. Luan," thought Mrs. Courtenay, 
with a sigh, ^* if I had her still I should not f eel so 
duU and lonely." A little rap at the door here 
roused the solitary lady f rom her reflections. '^ I 
wish Mr. Templemore's servants would not come 
and pester me," crossly thought Mrs. Courtenay. 

The little rap was repeated, the door opened, and 
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a curly head peeped in, and a childish, treble voice 
Said, ^^ Please, it's only me. May I came in, Mrs. 
Courtenay." 

"Come in, my dear," said Mrs. Oourtenay, 
brightening up as she saw Eva. " Well, what is 
it? — what do you want?" she added, as the child 
came forward. 

" I came to see you," replied Eva, half offended 
at this welcome. 

" Thank you, my dear," soothingly answered the 
eider lady ; " I am very much obliged to you. Sit 
down." 

Eva climbed up on a chair, looked at the fire, 
then burst out with the angry ejaculation : 

^' Papa doesn*t mind me a bit since Cousin Dora 
came back I" 

"My dear, you must not say Cousin Dora 

§ 

now ^" 

"Yes, yes, I know," impatiently interrupted 
Eva ; " but one can't get used to it all at once, you 
know." 

She was *flushed, and looked anything but satis- 
fied. " Dear, dear," thought Mrs. Courtenay un- 
easily, " I hope the child is not going to be jealous 
of poor Dora." 
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" Papa is showing Cousin Dora all his beautif ul 
Sketches/' continued Eva, warming with the sense 
of her wrongs. 

" My love, there is no härm in that," said Mrs. 
Courtenay, trying to excuse the sinner. 

" Oh ! no," replied Eva, " but when Cousin Dora 
wanted to take me on her knee papa would not let 
her. So I came up to you, Mrs. Courtenay." 

It was piain Eva was offended, not so much with 
Dora as with her father ; and it was piain, too, that, 
fond as he was of his little daughter, Mr. Temple- 
more did not object to being alone with his young 
wife. Yes, matters were going on below pretty 
much as Mrs. Courtenay had conjectured. Mr. 
Templemore and his wife were sitting side by side 
in his study, bending over a large portfolio. Dora 
looked with wonder at a graphic sketch of a de- 
serted city. She saw a street with stone houses, 
and on a rocky peak a lonely temple rising against 
the sky. It was very impressive, but it was melan- 
choly. Mr. Templemore told her that a fox 
scampered out of the house on the right when he 
entered it, and that two jackals had made their 
lair in the temple on the lef t. 

^^ I do not like it," said Dora ; ^^ I cannot fancy 
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having a fox in tbis rooia when we are dead, or 
rabbits instead of jackals, which tbe climate does 
not allow, about tbe place. Do you, Eva f " 

Bnt Eva was gone. 

" You would not let me take her on my knee," 
remorsef ally said Dora, ^^ and Eva is affronted. I 
did not even see ber go. Mamma told me so : 
* You will want no one wben you are again witb 
Mr. Templemore.' " 

Mr. Templemore was vexed. Wbat ailed bis 
motber-in-Iaw and bis cbild tbat tbey would not let 
bim en joy bis newly-f ound bappiness ? Still be 
wanted to know wbere Eva was, and Dora sug- 
gested tbat she migbt be witb Mrs. Courtenay. 
Tbey botb went upstairs to look. Eva bad forgot- 
ten to sbut tbe door of Mrs. Oourtenay's room. A 
broad ray of ligbt sbone out on tbe landing, and 
guided too by tbe sound of voices, Mr. Temple- 
more and bis wife peeped in unseen. 

Mrs. Courtenay bad spread out tbe cards on tbe 
table, and was giving Eva a lesson in tbe f avourite 
patieoce of His Majesty Louis Dix-buit. Eva, 
percbed on a bigb cbair, looked on intently, 
pockering ber little brown face into an expression 
of tbe utmost gravity. Suddenly sbe clapped ber 
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hands and uttered a joyous cry : '^ You have done 
it!'' 

" I have r' Said Mrs. Oourtenay, in great glee — 
"Ihaver 

" Well, Dora," said Mr. Templemore, making 
her tarn away, ^^you thoaght we did not want 
them — pray do they want us !" 

" Perhaps they do, and perhaps they do not,*' 
saucily replied Dora ; and to herseif she thoaght 
with a bright, happy smile, '^ I do believe we are 
all going to be so happy ! " Bat happiness is silent, 
not spoken ; and not one word of this did Dora 
say. 



THE END. 
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NEW AMERICA. By William Hepworth Dixon. 

SEVENTH EDITION. 2 vols. demy 8vo, with Hlustrations. 30s. 

" The anthor of this very interesting book having penetrated throngh the plaiDS 
and monntainB of the Far West Into the Salt Lake Valley, here glves ns an ex- 
cellent account of the Mormons, and some striking descriptiona of the scenea 
which he saw, and the conversations which he held with many of the Saints doring 
hlB Bojonm there. For a fall account of the Singular sect called the Shakers, of 
their patient, loving industry, their admirable schools, and their perpetual inter- 
conrse with the invisible world, we must refer the reader to this work. Mr. Dixon 
has written thoughtf ully and well, and we can recall no previouB book on American 
travel which dwells so fully on these much yexed subjects.'' — Timet. 

• **Mr. Dixon's book is the work of a keen observer, and it appears at an oppor- 
tone season. Those who would pursue all the varied phenomena of which we 
have attempted an outline will have reason to be grateful to the intelligent and 
lively guide who has given them such a sample of the inquiry. During his resi- 
dence at Salt Lake City Mr. Dixon was able to gather mach yaluable and interesting 
Information respecting Mormon life and society: and the account of that Singular 
body, the Shakers, from his observatlons during a visit to their chief settlement at 
Mount Lebanon, is one of the best parts of Mr. Dixon's work.'' — Quarterly Review. 

"There are few books of this season likely to excite so much general cnriosity as 
Mr. Dixon's yery entertaining and instructive work on New Ajmerica. None are 
more nearly interested in the growth and development of new ideas on the other 
side of the Atlantic than ourselves. The book is roally interesting from the flrst 
page to the last, and it contains a large amount of yaluable and curious inf orma- 
tioa"— Po;; Mall Oazette. 

*' In these yery entertaining yolumes Mr. Dixon touches npon many other fea- 
tures of American society, but it is in his Sketches of Mormons, Shakers, Bible- 
Communists, and other kindred associations, that the reader will probably find most 
to interest him. We recommend eyery one who feels any interest in human na- 
tnre to read Mr. Dixon's yolumes for themselyes." — Saturday Review. 

" We haye had nothing about Utah and the Mormons so genuine and satisf actory 
as the account now giyen us by Mr. Dixon, but he takes also a wider glance at the 
Far West, and blendis with his narratiye such notes of life as he thinks useful aids 
to a study of the newest social conditions — ^germs of a society of the future. There 
is not achapter from which pleasant extract might notbe made, not a page that does 
not by bright studies of humanity in unaocustomed forms keep the attention aliye 
from the beginning to the end of the narratiye." — Exammer. 

"Litensely exciting yolume& The central interest of the book lies in Mr.Dizon's 
picture of Mormon society, and it is for its Singular reyelations respecting Brigham 
Young's people, and the Shakers and Blble CJornmunists, that nine readers out 
of eyery ten wiU send for an early copy of this stränge story. Whilst Mr. Dixon 
speaka frankly all that he knows and thinks, he speaks it in a fashion that will 
carry his yolumes into the hands of eyery woman in England and America.*' — Po$t. 

^A book which it is a rare pleasure to read — and which will most indubitably bo 
read by all who care to study the newest phenomena of American life."— TSjMdator. 

" Mr. Dixon's * New America ' is decidedly the cleyerest and most interesting, as 
it has already proyed the most successful, book published this season." — Star, 

"Mr. Dixon has written a book about America haying the unusnal merit of being 
at once amusing and instmctiye, true as well as new. Of the books published this 
season there wiU be none more cordially read." — Macmillan's Magazine. 

"Mr. Dixon's book is a careful, wise, and graphic picture of the most prominent 
social phenomena which the newest phases of the New World present l'he narra- 
tiye is füll of interest from end to end, as well as of most important subjects for 
consideration. No Student of society, no historian of humanity, should be without 
it as a reliable and yaluable text-book on New America." — AU the Fear Round. 

"In these graphic yolumes Mr. Dixon Sketches American men and women, 
sharply, yigorously and truthfully, under eyery aspect The smart Yankee, the 
graye politician, the Senate and the stage, the pulpit and the prairie, loafers and 
philanthropists, crowded streets, and the howling wildemess, the saloon andboudoir, 
wiüi woman eyerywhere at füll length — all pass on bef ore us in some of the most 
Tiyid and brilliant pages eyer written." — Dublin ünivenity Magazine. 
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THKOUGH SPAIN TO THE SAHARA. By 

Matilda Bethax Edwabos. Author of ^ A Winter with the Swal- 
lows/ &c, 1 YoL 8^0, with Hlustrations. 15s. 

"Mies Edwards' aketohes are liyely and origini^ and her Tolame snpplies ple*- 
Bant reading."— ilMciunim. 

**If posaible, 'Throogh Spatn' is even a better bock fhan *A Winter with the 
Swiülowa' ''—Mestenger. 

** In these entertaining pagea Miss Edwards teils ns pleasantly and gracefnlly 
of her wanderings in Spiain. All she writes is fredi and Bparkling."^J?j»i}ii«iur. 

** * Throngh Spain to the Sahara' is the title of a new book from the pen of Miss 
M Betham Edwards, whose * Winter with the Swallows* excited no little interest 
by its viyid and entertaining Sketches of Algiera Her present work is mainly 
devoted to Spain ; and the reader will not fail to be attracted by the anthoress^s 
pictaresque style and singolar cleamess of description. Yisiting Bnrgos, Madrid, 
Toledo, Cordova, Malaga, Oranada, and Oibraltar, she had ample opportonity of 
making herseif acqoainted with the splendid rexnains of Moorish and Ghothic archi- 
tectnre which are the glory of Spain, althongh that decaying nation has long lost 
the power to appreciate them. Crossing from Gibraltar to the French town of 
Nemours, she travelled throngh the province of Oran to the city of Algiers, tonch- 
ing the Great Desert by the way. In her closing chapters she gives a peep of 
colonial and military lifo in Algeria, and draws some pictores of the Arabs, boüi 
settled and nomadic, which wiU amply repay stody/'^^tar. 

THE LIFE OF JOSIAH WEDGWOOD ; From 

his Private Correspondence and Family Papers, in the possession 
of Joseph Mateb, Esq., F.S.A., Francis Wedgwood, Esq., G. Das- 
WIN, Esq., M.A., F.R.S., Miss Wedowood, and other Original 
Sources. With an Introductory Sketch of the Art of Pottery in 
England. By Eliza Metetabd. Dedicated to the Right Hon. W. 
E. Gladstone. Gomplete in 2 vols. Svo, with Portraits and 30O 
other Beautifnl Illustrations, elegantly bound. 

" This is the Life of Wedgwood to the ezpected appearance of which I ref erred 
at BaTBlenL^'—Extract/rom a Letter to the AtUhor by the Right Hon. W. E. Oladxtom. 

"An important contribution to the annals of indostrial biography. Miss Mete- 
yard has execnted a laborioos task with mach care and fldelity. The book is pro- 
fusely lllostrated, and the Ulastrations deserve the highest praisa They are exe- 
cnted with extreme beanty. — Tkna. 

" We have to congratnlate the authoress on the publicatlon of her Life of Wedg- 
wood. We can award her the praise due to the most pains-taking and conscien- 
tioas application. She has devoted her whole mind and energy to her subject, and 
has achieved a work not less creditable to heraelf than it is indispensable to all 
■who wish to know anything abont Engllsh ceramic art and its great inventor. The 
two volmnes before ns are In themselves marvels of decorative and tyi)ographicaI 
skilL More beautif nlly printed pages, more creamy paper, and more dainty wood- 
cuts have seldom met our eyea It is rarely that an anthor is so well seconded 
by his coadjutors as Miss Meteyard has been by her pnblishers, printers, and the 
Btaff of draughtsmen and engravers who have contribnted the nomerons iUoBtra- 
tions which adom this sumptuoas book."-^«Sa<ttrday Review. 

''An admirable, well-written, honoorably elaborate, and most Interesting book.'* 
Athenteum. 
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THOMAS SLINGSBY DUNCOMBE, latb M.P. por Finsbury. 
By his Son, Thomas H. Dünoombe. 2 vols. demy 8vo, with Portrait. 
30s. boiind. 

** These yolnmes contain mnoh racy anecdote, and some startling disclosnres 
which will raffle politicianB. Duncombe was at the same time a darling of May 
Fair, a leader of f ashion, a man of many pleasures, and a hard-working Member 
of Parliament who delighted to be called a Tribüne of the People. Few men of 
his time were of greater mark amongst the notabilities of London than this 
Patrician Badical, who was Connt dOrsay*s *Dear Tommy,' and Finsbury's 
* Honest Tom Dnncombe.* Mr. Dmicombe's singolar career is ably handled by his 
only chUd He teils ns mach that the world did not know oonceming his remark- 
able sire." — ÄO»enman. 

"Mr. Dmioombe's biography is enriched by a störe of varions anecdote relating 
to most of the public characters with whom he came in contact duing his parlia- 
mentary life, and is replete with reminiscences of the beau monde and amosing 
anecdotes of the fashionable ciBlebrities with whom he habitoally assodated"— Po«<L 

" These volnmes wUl gratify mach corlosity and convey to all readers a fair idea 
of * Honest Tom Doncombe's' life and political laboors. Mr. Dancombe*s character 
and i)OBition were so onique that a faithfol portraitore, chiefly derived from his 
own papers, cannot bat be both interesting and instractive. The writer discrimin- 
ates amongst his fashionable dramatis person» with safflcient jadgment, and there 
is great interest in Üie Sketches, probably based upon Mr. Dtmcombe's conversa- 
tions, of the leaders of society in his early days. The book is an honest one, and 
will assist all who read it wiüi jadgment to master the Springs of x)olitical action 
here and on the Gontinent from the Beform ßill downwards." — Star. 

" The life of a man who was at once an aristocrat of the flrst water, a patron of 
the torf and the drama, a leader of f ashion, and yet a Badical of Badicals, and the 
patron of every distingaished or nndistingoished individaal who either had a 
grievance, or who chose to qoarrel with the powers that be, in any part of the 
World, may well be sapposed to have mach aboat it that most be worth telltng; 
and when, as is here the case, it is told with tact and spirit, and plentif olly inter- 
mixed with anecdotes, it famishes one of the most interesting books of the season. 
The history of the varions Whig Administrations, from Earl Orey's in 1880, to tiie 
retom of Sir Bobert Peel to power in 1841, receives plentifal illostration from these 
yolomes ; and those who are inclined f or another sort of reading, will find the 
notabilities of f ashion and the green-room sketched to the life, from Lady Blessing- 
ton and Count d'Orsay, to Mercandotti and Yestris ; so that there is Information 
and amasement combtned f or alL Mr. Dancombe deseryed to have his life written, 
and his son has done it welL" — United Service Mag. 

" Thomas Slingsby Dancombe was a man of mark in his day. From his corre- 
spondence his son has constmcted an interesting memoir. From the prominent 
Position among the Liberal party occapied by the late member for Finsbary, and 
his weU-known intimacy with most of the distingaished men of the day, from the 
Emperor of the French downwards, it was impossible that any biography shoald 
be tame and commonplace. On the whole, the events of a life by no means devoid 
of sensational matter are treated in a pleasant and attractive manner. A mass of 
cörioos and vaiuable information, both as to the subject of the memoir and a 
Xinmber of his iünstrioas contemporaries, is placed before ns, and considerable 
light is thrown on both the {wlitical and social history of the period If we took 
ezception to any part of the narrative, it woald be that Mr. Dmicombe has in his 
biography seemed anxioas to give more prominence to the social than to the 
political side of his illastrioos f ather*s character. Mr. Dancombe was no doabt a 
^ swell,* as well as a member for Finsbary— not a asual combination ; bat it is to his 
life in the Senate and not in the salcnt that real interest is attached, and in which 
his real importance lay. This is, however, bat a slight shortcoming in so excellent 
a biography, of which it only remains to say that it is graced by an excellent en- 
graving after the well-known photograph of its famous subject'* — Court Journal. 

** A more interesting book than this life of Mr. Dancombe has not appeared for 
many years, or one more fall of reminiscences of stirring incidents, both social and 
politicaL" — Oöeerver. 

3 



18, Great Mablbobouoh Street. 

MESSES. HÜRST AND BLACKETT'S 
NEW WORKS— Continued. 
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** The best book of trayels of the season.'*— PoZJ Maü Gaxette. 

**The tone of Lord Lome's book is thoroaghly healthy and vigoroos, and hia 
remarks npon men and things are well-reasoned and acute. As records of the 
f reah impreaslons left on the mind of a yoimg toorist who saw mach, and can gire 
a plMMant, intelligoxt aoconnt of what he saw, the book ia in eyery way siitis- 
factory." — 7Hme$. 

" A pleasant record of travel in the Western IslandB and the United Statea Lord 
Lome saw a good deal of society botii in the Soath and in the North. Hia tone is 
good, withoat ondoe partisan f eeling. We can offer him oor congiatolationa on 
hia firat esaay as a traveller and an anthor."— ^itAciunwi. 

** Lord Lome's book is pleasantly written. It is the tmaffected narr&tive of a 
traveller of considerable iznpartiality and deoire f or information." — Saturday Rtview. 

. ** In no other book will the reader find a more oorrect and life-like pictnre of the 
places and persons visited by the Marquis of Lome, and no where more fruikneas 
and trathfulneBB in the Statement of facts and impressiona'' — Exammer. 

UNDER THE PALMS IN ALGEKIA AND 

TUNIS. By the Hon. Lewis Winofield. 2 yola. post Syo, with 
Blustrations. 2l8. 

^ These are Sterling volumes, füll of entertiünment and well stocked with reliable 
Information." — Pott. 

" Mr. Wingfldd's entertaining work contains a good deal of information con- 
ceming the present State, political and social, of the people of Algeria, both natiye 
and colonial, and is yery agreeably written, Üie style being easy, animated, and 
genial** — DaÜy New». 

** Few more agreeable, instmctiye, and admirably yaried narratiyes haye been 
published of lata" — Marühetter Quardiein. 

*' This book contains a great deal of yery nseful and interesting informaticm 
•abont countries of which not much is known by Englishmen ; and the Author'i 
Btories of personal adyentnre will be read with pleasura" — Stcar. 

THE SPORTSMAN AND NATURALIST IN 

CANADA. With Notes on the Natural History of thö Game, 
Game Birds, and Fish of that country. By Major W. Boss Kino, 
F.R.G.S., F.S.A.S. 1 Yol. super royal 8vo, Illustrated with beauti- 
ful Coloured Plates and Woodcuts. 20s. Elegantly bound. 

" Truthfnl, simple, and eztremely obseryant. Major King has been able to throw 
much light npon the habits as well as the zoological relations of the animals with 
which he came in coUision ; and his descriptions of the country, as well as of the 
creatures inhabiting it, are as bright and graphic as they are eyidently correct"-- 
AtheiuBum. 

" In *The Sportsman and Naturalist in Oanada ' we haye a füll, true, and com- 
prehensiye record of all the facts conceming American animals which the anthor 
was able in a three years* residence to collect We haye these facts in a goodly 
volnme, splendidly lüustrated, and with its contents so well arranged that a ref er- 
ence to any description of bird, beast or fish may be made aJmost instanüy. It is 
an important contribution to Natural History, and a work the intending trayeller 
will consult once and again, since it giyes him the information he most needs, and 
tinds least generally accessibla The book will take its position in the foremost 
rank of works of its class. The descriptidns throughout are written by one who is 
a master of his subject, and who writes English such as few are able to equaL Of 
recent British trayellers few can yie with its author in close obsenration of natnre, 
and in those graces of style and scholarship which make the information con- 
tained in his volume as pleasant to obtain as it is yaluable to presenra In fact, 
since the works of Eliot Warburton and Kinglake, no book of trayels with which 
we are acquainted has been written in a style more clear, forcible picturesque.*'— 
Sunday Times, 
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MEMOIRS AND OORRESPONDENCE OF 

FIELD-MARSHAL VISCOUNT COÄIBERMERE, G.C.B., &c. 
From hia Family Papers. By the Right Hon. Mary Viscoüntbss 
CoMBERMERB and Capt. W. W. Knollts. 2 v. 8vo, with Portraita. 308. 

** The gallaat Stapleton Gotton, Viscotmt Combermere, was one of thoBe men 
who belong to two epochs. He was a soldler, actively engaged, nearly ten years 
before the last Century came to its troubled close ; and he was among ns bat as* 
yesterday, a noble veteran, glorionsly laden with years, lanrels, and pleasant re- 
miniscencea To the last this noble soldier and most perfect gentleman took 
cheerfnl part in the dnties and pleasures of life, leaving to an only son an inherit- 
ance of a great name, and to a sorrowing widow the task of recording how the 
bearer of the name won for it all bis greatness. .This has been done, evidenüy as 
s laboor of love, by Lady Combermere, and she has been efficiently assisted in the 
military details by Gaptain KnoUys. Apart from the biographical and professional 
details, the voinmes, moreover, are fall of Sketches of persons of importance er 
interest who came into oonnection with Lord Combermere. "^iKAeneum. 

" A welcome and graoefally written memorial of one of the greatest of England's 
BOldierB, and worthiest of her sona It is a most interesting work" — Moming PosL 

**This biography, abonnding inletters and other anpnblished materials, is all 
fresh and trastworthy Information, as to the life of a man whose career deserved a^ 
record."— jEromöMT. 

A BOOK ABOÜT LAWYERS. ByJ. O.Jbaf- 

FRB80N, Barriater-at-Law, author of ^ A Book abont Doctora/ &c. 
New, Reviaed, and Cheaper Edition. 2 vola. poat 8vo. 248. 

Pbdtcipal Comtemts :— The Great Seal, Boyal Portraits, The Practice of Sealing, 
Lords Gommissioners, On Damasking, The Bival Seals, Porses of State, A Lady 
Keeper, Lawyers in Arms, The Devil's Own, Lawyers on Horseback, Chan- 
cellors' Gavalcades, Ladies in Law Colleges, York Hoase, Powis Honse, 
Lincoln's Inn FieldB, The Old Law Qnarter, Loves of the Lawyers, The Three 
Graces, Bejected Addresses, Brothers in Troable, Fees to Coimsel, Betainers 
Special and General, Jadicial Corruption, Gifts and Sales, Judicial Salaries, 
Gostame and Toilet, Millinery, Wigs, Bands and Collars, Bags and Gk>wns, The 
Singing Barrister, Actors at the Bar, Political Lawyers, The Peers, Lawyers in 
fhe Hoase, Legal Education, Inns of Coort and Inns of Chancery, Lawyers and 
Gentlemen, LawFrench and Law Latin, Beaders and Mootmen, Papils in 
Chambers, Wit of Lawyers, Homoroas Stories, Wits in Silk and Ponsters in 
Ermine, Circaiters, Witnesses, Lawyers and Saints, Lawyers in Coart and 
Society, Attomeys at Law, Westminster Hall, Law and Literatare, &c 

** * A Book aboat Lawyers * deserves to be very populär. Mr. Jeaff reson has 
aocomplished bis work in a very creditable majiner. He has taken pains to collect 
information from persons as well as from books, and he writes with a sense of 
keen enjoyment which greatly enhances the reader s pleasnre. He introduces us 
to Lawyerdom ander a variety of phases — ^we have lawyers in arms, lawyers on 
borseback lawyers in loye, and lawyers in Parliament We are told of their sala- 
ries and fees, their wigs and gowns, their jokes and gaieties. We meet them at 
home and abroad, in conrt, in Chambers, and in Company. In the chapters headed 
* Mirth,* the anthor has gathered together a choice sheaf of anecdotes from the days 
of More down to Erskine and Eldon." — Times. 

** These volames will afford pleasare and instraction to all who read them, and 
they will increase the repotation which Mr. Jeaffreson has already eamed by Üb 
large indnstry and greeA ability. We are indebted to him for aboat seven htmdred 
pages, all devoted to the history and illastration of legal men andthinga It is ma(di 
that we can say for a book, that there is not a superilabas page in it" — Aüienuum. 

**The snccesB of bis *Book aboat Ddetors ' has indaced Mr. Jeaffreson to write 
another book — aboat Lawyers. The sabject is attractive. It is a bright string ck 
anecdotes, skilf aUy pat together, on legal topics-of all sorts, bat especiaily in illas- 
tration of the lives of f amoas lawyers. Mr. Jeaffreson has not only collected a large 
namber of good stories, bat he has groaped them pleasantly, and teils them weU. 
We need say littie to recommend a book that can speak for itself so pleasantly. 
Ko livelier reading is to be fonnd omoig the new books of the seaton."-- 
Examiner. 



18, Qbxlt Mablboroüoh Street. 

MESSRS. HUKST AND BLACKETT'S 

NEW WO'RKS—Continued. 



LIFE IN A FRENCH CHATEAU. By Hubert 

E. H. Jebninoham, Esa Second Edition, 1 voL post 8vo, -with 
BlustrationB. 10a. 6d. bound. 
*' Mr. JemlDgham'8 attractive and amusliig Tohime will be perosed with xnticii 
interest" — Mommg Pott. 

"Athoronghlyfresh and delightfnl narratiTe— Talnable, instnictive, and entei^ 
tafning.** — United Service Magaxine. 

*' A readable, pleanant, and amnsing book, in which Mr. Jemingham records bis 
Ilf e among the denizens of tbe French CbAtean, which extended its conrtly hoBpi- 
tality to lüm, in a very agreeable and entertaining manner."— Cburl JoumaL 

TEAVELS IN FRANCE AND GERMANY EST 

1865 AND 1866 : Inclading a Steam Yoyage down the Danube, 

and a Ride across the Mountains of European Turkey from Bel- 

grade to Montenegro. By Captain SPBNcasB, author of * Travels in 

Circassia,' &c. 2 vols. 21b. 

'* Tbis werk wonld at any tlme be read with pleasnre, bot at this moment it is 
invested with pecnliar interest There is sufflcient of adventore for those wbo 
love tliat which is exciting ; Sketches of wild and beantifnl soenes ; glimpeee of life^ 
not only in citiea, bnt in secloded Tillages, andnotesandobserrations on the social, 
moral, and political condition of the- conntries passed throngh Tbe author*« 
Btyle is Indd and aneodotal, and the ränge of bis book gives scope for mach plea»* 
ing variety as well as for mach naefal inf ormatioa**— Poif. 

ENGLISH TRAVELLERS AND ITALIAN 

BRIGANDS : a Narrative of Capture and Oaptivity. By W. J. d, 
MoENB. Second Edition. Revised with Additions. 2 vols., with 
Portrait and other Illustrations. 2l8. 

**Mr. Hoens had a bad tlme of it among the Italian Brigands. Bat bis mlsfor* 
tnnes are now to himself and to bis friends a soorce of no little entertainmont; and 
we can say for those wbo listen to bis story that we have f ollowed l^m in bis 
adventores with pleasnre. He teils bis tale in a clear and simple style, and with 
that oonfldent manliness which is not afraid to be natnraL" — l%e Timet. ' 

** Mr. Moens has had an enerience and an adventore of startling magnitade in 
these prosaic times of oars. Ue has seen what no other Englishman has seen, and 
has done what no (Hie eise has done, and has written a bright and charming book 
as the resnlt"— iin tAe Teuxr BountL 

» In these yolomes, the literary merits of which are nomeroas, we have tbe troe 
Story of the captare of Mr. Moens by the brigands. We baye no doabt that tiie 
book wül be extensively read ; we are qaite sare that it will do an immense amount 
of good. It lets in a flood of light npon the dens of these robbers.**— 2>a«7y y«tM. 

A WINTER WITH THE SWALLOWS IN 

ALGERIA. By Maitida Bbthah Edwards. Syo, with Illustra- 
tions. 15s. 

"A pleasant volnme; a genoine, grapbio reoord of a tlme of th(MX>n^ eDJojr- 
ment "— il theMmm. 

*' A f resh and fascinating böok, fall of matter and bean^. It is oim of the most 
instractiye books of travel of the season, and one of thebrightest It woold bediA- 
ealt to oyerpraise iV*—Speetator. 

'*A bright, blithe, pictaresqoe, artistio book, fall of coloor and acnshinci^ and 
replete with good senae and soand Observation. To the enthnsiasm of the book a 
great portion of its beaaty and its attraction are owing, bot solid infonnation uhI 
Üie reality of tbings in Algeiia are never disgaised In f avoor of the bright Und to 
which the anthor foUowed Um Swallows."— i\)»<. 

TRAVELS AND ADVENTURES OF AN OFFI- 

OER'S WIFE IN INDIA, CHINA, AND NEW ZfiALAND. 
By Mrs. MirniR, Wife of Lieut.-Colonel D. D. MciXR, ISOi (PriaA« 
Albert's) Light Infantry. 2 voU. 21s. 
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THE HON. GRANTLET BERKELETS LIFE 

AND RECOLLJ30TIONS. Vols. HE. and IV. completing the 
Work. 308., boiind. 

Among fhe other cUBtingnishte penons mentioned in theae volnmes are the 
Emperors Alexander, Nicholas, and Napoleon IIL ; Kings George lY., Wil- 
liam IV., and Leopold L ; Princee Talleyrand, Esterhazy, Napoleon, Paokler 
Mnskaa; the Dukes of Snssez, York, Cambridge, Wellington, d'Orleans, 
d'Anmale, Bnmswick, Manchester, Beaufort, Gleveland, Bichmond, Backing- 
ham ; Lords Byron, Melbourne, Lansdowne, Holland, Brongham, Alvanley, 
Yarmouth, Petershaxn, Crayen, Salisbury, Devonshire, Dncie, Glasgow, Mahnes- 
bnry, Castlereagh, Breadalbane, ftc. Sirs Bobert Peel, T. Lawrence, W. 
Knighton, George Dashwood, George Warrender, Lnmley Skef&ngton, Bulwer 
Lytton, Connt d'Orsay, Count de Momy, the Bev. Sydney Smith, Tom Moore, 
Shelley, Thomas Campbell, Beau Brummeil, Theodore Hook, Leigh Hunt, 
W. S. Landor, James and Horace Smith, Jack Musters, Assheton Smith, ftc 
Ladies Holland, Jersey, Londonderry, Blessington, Shelley, Lamb, Breadalbane, 
Morgan, Mrs. Fitzherfoert, Mrs. Jordan, Miss Landon, the Conntess Gniccioli, ftc 

** A book nnrivalled in its position in the ränge of modern literature."— T^rnies: 

** A derer, freespoken man of fhe world, son of an earl with £70,000 a-year, who 
has liyed from boyhood the lif e of a olnb-man, sxwrtaman, and man of f ashion, haa 
thrown his best stories about himself and his friends, into an anecdotic autobiogra- 
phy. Of conrse it is eminently readabla Mr. GranÜey Berkeley writes easily and 
welL The book is füll of pleasant stories, aU told as easily and clearly as if they 
were related at a club-window, and all with point of greater or less piqnancy."— 
SpeOator, 

LADY ARABELLA STUARTS LIFE AND 

LETTERS : including numeroiis Original and Unpublished Docu> 
ments. By Elizabeth Goopeb. 2 vols., with Portrait. 2l8. 

M The * Life and Letters of Lady Arabella Stuart * is an unusually good specimen 
of its olass. Miss Cooper has reaUy worked at her subject She has read a good 
deal of MSS, and, what is better stUl, she has printed a good deal of what she has 
read. The book has a real and substantial historical Y9iae."—Saturday Review. 

"One of the most interesting biographical works recently published. The 
snemoirs have been arranged by Miss Cooper with mnch care, diligence, and 
Jndgment**— /Vm<. 

IMPRESSIONS OF LIFE AT HOME AND 

ABROAD. By Lord Eübtacb Cbcil, M.P. 1 vol. Syo. 

" Lord Eustaoe Cecil haa selected from varions joumeys the points which most 
interested him, and has reported them in an unaffected style. The idea is a good 
cme, and is canied out with snooesa We are gratef ul f or a good deal of inf orma- 
tion giyen with unpretending good senaa"-— «Sonhirdity Barim. 

HISTORIO PICTÜRES. By A. Baillie Cochranb, 

' M.P. 2vol8. 

■*Mr. BallUe Cochrane has published two entertaining volnmes of stndies trom 
history. They are liyely reading. *My ahn,* he says, 'has been to depiot eyents 
generally known in a light and, If poesible, a pictnresque manner.' Mr. Cochrane 
nas been qidte successful in carrying out fhis Intention. The work is a study of the 
more interesting moments of history— what, indeed, the author himself oalla it, 
* Historlo Pictnres.* ''—Timea, 

COURT AND SOCIETY FROM ELIZABETH 

TO ANNE, Edited from the Papers at Eimbolton, by the Duxx 
or Manchbbter. Second EcUtion. 2 vols. 8yo, with Fine Portraits. 
» " These yolumes are suretoezcitecuriosity. A great deal of interesting matter ia 
here oollected, from sonroes which are not within eyerybody's reach."— T^ünei. 
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A JOURNEY FROM LONDON TO PERSE- 

POLIS; including WANDERINGS IN DAGHESTAN, GEORGIA, 

AR^ilENIA, KURDISTAN, MESOPOTAMIA, AND PERSIA. 

By J. Ubsheb, Esq., F.R.G.S. Royal 8vo, with numerous beautifui 

Coloured Illastrations. Elegantly bouncL. 

"This is a yery intereRting narrative. Mr. üesher is one of the pleasantest com- 
pan lüD8 we have met with f or a long tima We have rarely read a book of travels in 
which 80 mach was Been so rapidly and so easily, and in which the scenery, the 
ant.quities, and the people impressed the aathor'B mind with such gentlemanly 
satisfaction. Mr. Ussher merited his saccesB and thiB spl^idid monunent of bis 
travels and pleasant explorations." — Times, 

TRAVELS ON HORSEBACK IN MANTCHU 

TARTARY: being a Smmner^g Ride beyond the Great Wall of 
China. By Geobge Flioono, Military Train. 1 vol. royal 8yo, 
-mth Map and 50 niiistrations. 

" Mr. Flemlng*8 narrative is a most charming ona He has an mitrodden region to 
teil of, and he photographs it and its people and their waya Lif e-like descrlptioaB an 
interspersed with personal anecdotes, local legends, and stories of adventore, some of 
fbem reveaUng no common arttotic power." — Spectator. 

THE OKAVANGO RIVER: A NARRATIVE 

OF TRAVEL, EXPLORATION, AND ADVENTÜRE. By 
C. J. Aia)SB880N, Author of ^^ Lake Ngami." 1 yoL Illustrations. 

TRAVELS IN THE EEGIONS OF THE 

AMOOR, AND THB RüBBIAN A.GQI7ISITION8 ON THB CONFINEB OF InDIA 

AND China. By T. W. Atkinson, F.G.S., F.R.G.S., Author of 
"Oriental and Western Siberia." Dedicated, by permission, to 
Heb MAJEdiT. Royal 8yo, with Map and 83 Blnstrations. 

A PERSONAL NARRATIVE OF THIRTEEN 

YEARS» SERVICE AMONGST THE WILD TRIBES OF 
KHONDISTAN, FOR THE SÜPPRESSION OF HUMAN 
SACRIFICE. By Major-Gefieral John Campbbll, C.B. 1 vol. Svo, 
with ninstrations. 

ADVENTÜRES AMONGST THE DYAKS OF 

BORNEO. ByFRKDKRiCK Botle, Esq., F.R.G.S. 1 vol. Svo. 

YAOHTING ROUND THE WEST OF ENG- 
LAND. By the Rev. A. G. L'Estranoe, B.A., of Exeter College, 
Oxford, R.T.Y.C. 1 vol. Svo, Hlustrated. 

ADVENTÜRES AND RESEARCHES among the 

ANDAäIAN islanders. By Dr. Mouat, F.R.G.S., «fco. 1 voL 
demy Svo, with Illastrations. 

SPORT AND SPOETSMEN : A Book of Eecol- 

lections. By Chasles Stbbtton, Esq. Svo, vnth ninstrations. 

BRIGAND LIFE IN ITALY. By Oount Matfbi. 

2 yols. Svo. 
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A LADTS GLTMPSE OF THE LATE WAR 

IN BOHEMIA. By Lizzib Seuna Eden. 1 vol. post Svö, with 
niastrations. 10s. 6d. 

"MisB Eden's book will be of great servlce to those wbo wish impartially to con- 
Bider tbe tme aspects of the late war, and will richly repay an attentive pemsal. 
Nor is it to them alone that thls work will be valuable. It ia not only oBefnl and 
instnictive, bat it is interesting and amosing. The work Is highly creditable to ita 
authoress." — Saturday Review. 

MY PILGRIMAGE TO EASTERN SHRINES. 

By Eliza C. Bush. 8vo, with Illustrations. 15s. 

"This work contains a great deal of interesting matter, and it will be read with 
pleasore by all who are interested in the coontry to which so many devoat Chris- 
tians have made their pilgrimaga** — Observer. 

THE BEAXJTIFUL IN NATÜRE AND ART, 

By Mrs. Ellis. Author of * The Women of England,' &c. 1 voL 
crown 8vo, with fine Portrait. 10s. 6d. 

"'With pleasore her nomerons admirers will welcome a new book by the populär 
anthoresB of ' The Women of England.' A very charming volome is this new work 
by Mr& Ellis. Its aim is to assist the young stadents of art in those studies and 
Bubjects of thooght which shall enable them rightly to appreciate and reaUse that 
oft-qnoted truth, ' A thing of beauty is a joy for ever.' ' The Truthfulness of Art,' 
* The Love of Beauty,' * The Love of Ornament,' 'Early dawn of Art,' and varioiiQ 
chapters of a kindred natnre, are f oUowed by others descriptive of ' Leaming to 
Draw,' 'Imitation,' ♦ Light and Shadow,' 'Form,' 'Colour,' 'Lady's Work,' &c Tho 
work will interest many fair readers."-=-Ä«n. 

GARIBALDI AT HOME: Notes of a Visit to 

Caprera. By Sm Chablbs R. McGrioob, Bart. 8yo. 16b. 

MEMOIRS OF QUEEN HORTENSE, MOTHER 

OF NAPOLEON III. Cheaper Edition, in 1 vol. 6s. 

** A biography of the beautif nl and onhappy Qneen, more satisf actory than any we 
have yet met with" — Daüy News. 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. By Cardinal 

WiSKMAN. 1 vol. 8V0, 58. 

PRISON GHARAOTERS DRAWN FROM LIFE. 

Bt a Prison Matron, Author of * Female Life in Prison.' 2 v. 2l8. 

** These volnmes are interesting and saggestive." — Atherueum. 
"The author's qoick-witted tranacripts of living character are studies that no^ 
tiihig can make obsolete or deprive of interest for living men." — Exammer. 

KEOOLLECTIONS OF A LIFE OF ADVEN- 

TURE. By Wiluam Stakeb. 2 toIs. with Portrait. 2l8. 

THE GIRAFFE HUNTERS. By Captain Matnh 

Reid. Author of *■ The Rifle Rangers,' &c. 3 vols. 

MADONNA MARY. By Mrs. Oliphant, Author 

of ^ Agnes,* &o, 3 vols. 

'^Fromflrstto last * Madonna Mary Ms writtenwlth evenness and vigoor, and 
overflowB with the best qaalities of its writer's faney and homonr.*'— ilMeMmm.- 
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JEANIE'S QUIET LIFE. By the Author of * St. 

Olave's,' ' Alec'B Bride,' &o. 8 vols. 

"AthorongUy Intaraatlngatory. Th* book la ona to be nad, and tt ta nm to 
Im admind."— diar. 

NORTHERN ROSES: A Yorkshire Stoiy. Bj 

Mrs, Elus, Author of * The Women of England,* &c. 3 vols. 

DOE A. By Julia Kayanagh. Author of * Nathalie/ 

* Adele,' &c. 3 vols. 

GÜILD OOURT. By George Mac Donald, M.A- 

Author of * Alec Forbes/ &c. 3 vols. 

**A verv entertainlng story, abotindtng wlth wholesome interest and wise 
oonnseL The charactera are delinealed with force and fldelity. Mr. Mac Donald 
wrltes wlth a higher ptirpoBe ihan tranaient amnaement He ia one of thoae writera 
of proae flction who deaerve conacientlons stady, and may withont presnmptioa 
Bollcit a kind of attention that inferior noveliata can neither command nor repay." 
—Ätfienmum, 

"For style Mr. Mac Donaldxnay be regarded as the Addison of modern flction.**-» 
Daüplfan. 

** We cannot too highly oommend * Ghilld Gonrt* It will be read wlth pleaaure 
and proflt, and Is fall of the most intense human interest" — Star. 

^* Mr. Mac Donald la a man of real genlna. *Gaild Court' is a capltal tale."— 
JSnglith IndependaU, 

" A clever and most interesting work. When we say that It la Mr. Mac Donald *b 
tnasterpieee we say that it is one of the best yrorka of modern flction."— «STtuiday 2Vm«ff 

A HERO'S WORK. By Mrs. Durrus Habdy. 3y. 

** Mrs. Hardy has wrltten ao well, that her book will pleaae a nomeroos clasa of 
readera who like to be addressed by a woman of klndness, good sense, and reflne- 
ment, and who haye not loat all taste f or pictares of worthy people and peaoefol 
Eni^iah homea Gompared wlth the ordinary run of modern novels, It la aa pm« 
aa the newly-fallen snow."— T^mei. 

" This Story ia a good one, well told From one end to the other it flzea atten- 
tkm.''—Pail MM GateUe. 

" A powerfnl, interesting, and well wronght noTcL'* — Äthensnan, 

• ** The best novel we haye read for many a day."— /oA» BuU. 
**The reader'a intereat never flaga thronghout "—Poit 

LOVE'S SAORIFIOE. By Mrs. W. Grbt. 3 v. 

• **To praise sach a book as thia woold be snperflnoiis, oontainlng, aa it doea, 
Brerj dement of interest deyeloped by a well-practlsed band that omaments all it 
tonc^ea."— 27futoi Service Mag. 

"The style of this book ia remarkably good. It shows high thonght and moch 
enUgfatenment "—iS/ar. 

iEDITH'S MARRIAGE. By Abnold Heath. 3 v. 

" A charming book. The characters are all admirably portrayed, and tiie anthor^B 
great merit ia in hia marvelloua power of representing lif e aa it really ia.'*-n/oAa jSiiflL 

FAIR WOMEN. By Mrs. Forrester. 3 vols. 

• "The plot of thia story ia fairly constmcted and worked ont. The atyto ia 
natural and tmaffected."— 7>aa McOl Ocuette. 

'' A healthy and interestinff story. Mrs. Forrester's skill in the delineation of 
cnaracter is most forcibly shown. Winifred Eyre and F4e Alton are charmizig 
creationa"— >8imday GageUe. 
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OLD SIE DOUGLAS. By the Hon. Mrs. Nobton, 

Author of * Lost and Saved,' &c. Sboond Edition. 3 vols. 

'* There Is scarcely a chapter that oonld have been written by a common-plaee 
person, and the author's reflections are always worth reading. The incidents are 
powerfully and pictoresqaely told, and we are especially strack by the conception 
of Margaret CarmlchaeL Tliere is a scene of nncommon pathoB where her un- 
nataral son throsts her parenta from the mill which they have occnpied all thetr 
liyea" — Ttmes. 

** * Old Sir Donglas* is a thoronghly readable and wholesome work of flctlon. 1% 
Is a book that will satisfy the expectations of Mr& Norton's many admirers« and is 
worthy of a writer who, having been a personal witness of mach that is most 
brilliant in human socIety, and a sofFerer of mach that is most sad tn haman lifo, 
describes with eqoal candoar and yividness the things that ehe has seen and the 
BorrowB that she has feit" — Athenasum. 

**A gracefal and toaching story. Gtortrade is abeaatifol character, admirably 
drawn."— Po// Matt Gazette. 

"*01d Sir Dooglas' is onqaestionably Mrs. Norton's greatest prose work. Hie 
tale has the advantage ovor all her other works in vigoar of interest, in profosion 
of thooght and poetry ; and more strikingly still, in variety and singolarity of 
oharacter. It is a work of the highest order oS genins." — Dublin UniversUff Mag. 

THE HUGUENOT FAMILY. By Sarah Tttubr. 

Author of * Gitoyenne Jacqueline/ &c. 3 vols. 

" The best of Miss Tytler*s booka The aathor of * The Hagoenot Family* is a 
writer of trae, sweet, and original genios ; and her book is one of permanent valne^ 
fhe interest of which repeated rea&igs will not exhaast" — P<Al Mall Cfazette. 

** We trast oor readers will not mias the chanoe of taking up these volomes to 
read them, for we have no hesitation in characterizing them as at once the wann- 
est, riebest, and sinoerest of recent novela The story is bright with skilf ally-«onr 
trasted pictores, and fall of mellow wisdom."— ^jpecfotor. 

TWO MARRIAGES. By the Author of «John 

Halifax, Gentleman/ ^ Christian's Mistake/ &c. 2 yols. 

" We have no hesitaticni in afflrming the * Two Marriages' to be in many respects 
the very best book that the aathor has yet prodaced. Barely have we read a work 
written with so ezqaisite a delioacy, fall of so tender an intereet, and conveying so 
salatary a lesson." — British Quarterly Review. 

^AU the stories by the aathor of * John Halifax' have an ezceUent mond; Bome- 
fhing tangible, real, and satisfaetory."— PaU Mail Oazette. 

KAYMOND'S HEROINE. Seeond Edüion. 3 vola. 

" A clever and vigoroos work. It is a book which deserves to be read, and it wül 
be read with breathless interest It is a book which will be gailty of caaaing 
carefol mammas to aay to their danghters — *My dear, do pat down that book 
and go to bed.' The acenery ot the varioaa incidents is vividly painted, the con»* 
veraations are lively, and the plot is oarefolly and coherently pat together.'*— -2¥nM*« 

A WOMAN'S TKIALS. By Grace Kamsay. 3 v. 

" Miss Bamsay has saoceeded in writing one of those books which most people 
feel tnclined to flniah at a Single reading. The skill with which she keepa ap a 
Ü^ degree of iaterest ia an evidence of talent of no mean order. The book poa^ 
aessea a diatinctive originality. The scene la laid in a achool for Engllsh and 
French girla at Paris, and the evidmit fldelity with which the aathoreaa aketches 
daUy life ix^^thia eatablishment ia one of the greatest merita of the book. Miaa 
^msay ia likely to do for the Paria achoola what Mr. Dickens did for achools of a 
oertain kind in £ngland."— 2^tmea 

THE CÜRATE'S DISOIPLINE. By Mbs. Eiloabt. 

" We recommend this book to the novel-reader. It is better than nine4enths of 
tbis year's works, and the reader will be pleased with it as the prodaction of a lady 
apparently gif ted with a good edacation, good taste, and, what is stiU more re- 
markable, good oommon senseL"— ^MeiMmm. 
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Publiahed annually^ in One Vol., royal 8w, with the Arms hecaüifuUy 
engraved, handsomely hound, with gilt edges, price 81«. 6dl 

LODGE'S PEERAGE 

AND BARONETAGE, 

CORRECTED BY THE NOBILITY. 



THE THIBTY-SlIV EllTil EDITION FOB 1868 IS HOW EEADT. 

LODOB^B Peebaob AND Babonetaob is acknowledged to be the xnost 
eomplete, as well as the most elegant, work of the kind. As an esta- 
blished and authentic authority on all qnestions respecting the family 
bistorieB, honours, and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work has 
ever stood so high. It is published under the especial patronage of Her 
Majesty, and is annually corrected throughoul, from the personal com« 
mnnications of the Nobility. It is the only work of its class in which, the 
type heing kept constantly standing, every correction is made in its proper 
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy 
over all its competitors. Independently of its füll and authentic informa- 
tion respecting the existing Peers and Baronets of the realm, the most 
sedulous attention is given in its pages to the collateral branches of the 
▼arious noble families, and the names of many thousand individuala are 
introduced, which do not appear in other records of the titled classes. For 
its authority, correctness, and facility of arrangement, and the beauty of 
its typography and binding, the work is justly entitled to the place it 
ocoupies on the tables of Her Majesty and the Nobility. 



LIST OF THE PRINCIPAL CONTENTS. 



Historlcal View of the Peerage. 
Parllamentary Roll of the House of Lords. 
English, Scotch, and Irish Peera, In their 

ordere of Precedence. 
Alphabetical List of Peers of Oreat Britain 

and the United Kingdom, holding Bap&> 

rlor rank in the Scotch or Irish Peerage. 
Alphabetlcal Hat of Scotch and Irish Peers, 

holding superior titles in the Peerage of 

Qreat Britain and the United Klngdom. 
A CoIIective list of Peers, In their order of 

Precedence. 
Table of Precedency among Men. 
Table of Precedency among Women. 
The Qaeen and the Royal Family. 
Peers of the Blood Royal 
The Peerage, alphabetically arranged. 
Families of such Extinct Peers as haveleft 

Widows or Issue. 
Alphabetioal List of the Somames of all the 

Peers. 



The Archbishops and Bishops of England, 
Ireland, and the Colonies. 

The Baronetage alphabetically arranged. 

Alphabetical List of Somames assomed by 
members of Noble Families. 

Alphabetical List of the Second Titles of 
Peers, osoally bome by their Eldest 
Sons. 

Alphabetical Index to the Danghten of 
Dukes, Marqoises, and Earls, who, hav- 
ing married Commoners, retain the title 
of Lady bef ore their own Christian and 
their Hnsband's Samames. 

Alphabetical Index to the Daaghters of 
Viscounts and Barons, who, having 
married Commoners, are styledHononr- 
able Mra ; and, in case of the hasband 
being a Baronet or ELnight, Hononrable 
Lady. 

Mottoes alphabetically arranged and 
lated. 



"Lodge'B Peerage mnst snpersede all other works of the kind, for two reasons: first, it 
is on a better plan ; and secondly, it is better executed. We can safely pronoonce itto be 
the readlest, the most useful, and exactest of modern works on the snbject" — Speetator, 

"Awork which corrects all errorsof former works. Itisamostnsefalpnblication.** — Tüml 

"A work of great valne. It is the most faithfol record we possess of the aristo- 
oracyof the d&y."—Po$L 

^'The best existing, and, we beUeve, the best possible peeraga It ia the standanl 
authority on the subject"— iferoML «- -» 
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KOW nr COTJBSB OV PTTBLICATIOy 

HURSTAND BLiCKETT'S STANDAED LBIURY 

OP CHBAJP BDITI0N8 OP 

FOFÜLAE MODEBir WOBKS, 

ILLUSTBATED BY MILLAIS, HOLMAN HT7NT. LEBOH, BISKET POSTRB» 

JOHN GILBERT, TENNIEL, 4c 

Bach in a Single volume, el^antly printed, botmd, and Ulustrated, prioe 6s. 



VOL. I.— SAK SLICE'S ITATÜBE AHD HÜMAK ITATXnGtE. 

*' The ftrst volume of Measrs Hurst and Blackett's Standard Library of Chean Editions 
Inrms a very good beginniiig to what will doubtlesa be a very suocessfül unaertaking. 
'Natura and Human Nature' is one of the best of Sam Slick's witty and humorous 
nroductions, and is well entitled to the large circulation which it cannot fall to obtain in 
its present oonvenient and cheap shape. The volume combines with the great reoom- 
mendations of a clear, bold type, and good paper. the leuer, but attraotive merits of 
being well Ulustrated and elegantly bound,**— Post. 



YOL. IL^JOHK HALIFAZ, GEHTLEHAN. 

" This is a veiy good and a very interesting work. It is designed to trace the career 
from boyhood to Sfe of a perfect man— aChri>tian gentleman, and it abounds in incident 
both well and highly wrought. Throughout it is conceived in a high spirit, and written 
with great ability. This chuap and handsome new edition is wortoy to pass flreely ftrom 
hand to band as a gift book in many households." — Bxaminer. 

" The new and cheaper edition of this interesting work will doubtless meet with great 
success. John Halifax, the hero of this most beautiful stonr, is no ordinary hero, and 
this bis history is no ordinary book. It is a füll-lenffth Portrait of a true gentleman, 
one of nature's own nobility. It is also the historv ofa horae, and a thoroughly English 
one. The work abounds in incident, and is füll of graphic power and true pathos. 
It Ib a book that few will read without becoming wiser and better."— Sco^«inan. 

VOL. IIL— THE GKESGENT AHD THE CE0S8. 

BY ELIOT WAEBURTON. 

** Independont of its value as an original narrative, and its usefül and interesting 
Information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fanqy with 
which its descriptions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lasting chwms is 
its reverent and serious spirit.**— Quarterlp Beview. 

" A book calculated to prove more practically usefhl was never penned than ' The 
Cresoent and the Gross'— a work which suipasses all others in its homage for the sub- 
lime and its love for the beautiful in those famous regions oonseorated to everlasting 
immortality in the annals of the prophets. and which no other writer has erer d^ 
picted with a pencil at ouce so reverent and so picturesque."-— ^im. 

VOL. IV.— ÜTATHAIIE. BY JUIIA ZAVAHAQH. 

***Nathalie' is Miss Kavanagh's best imaginative effort. Its manner is gradoui 
and attractive. Its matter is good. A sentunent, a tendemess, are oommanded by 
her which are as individual they are elegant."— ^^AMMSum. 

VOL. V.— A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOTJT WOMEN. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

" A book of sound counsel. It is one of the most sensible works of its kind, well- 
written, true-hearted, and altogether practicaL Whoever wishes to give advioe to a 
young lady may thank the author for means of doing BO,'*—Sxaminsr, 

VOL. VI.— ADAM OSAEME. BY MBS OLIPHANT. 

"A Story awakening genuine emotions of interest and delight by its admirable pic- 
tures of Scottish life and scenerv. The author sets before us the essential attributes of 
Christian virtue, their deep and silent workings in the heart, and their beautiful mani- 
feitationsinlifebWithadeUcacyfPower^andtniuiwhifihoauhaj^llybesurpasso^ 



HÖRST AOT) BLACKETTS STANDARD LIBRARl 

(OONmnTBD). 

VOL. VIL— SAH SLICB7S WISE SAWS 
Am) HOSE&ir DTSTANCES. 

* We lw?e not the sUghtest Intention to criticise this book. Its repntation is made» 
■nd will gtand as long as that of Soott't or Bolwer'B Novels. The remazkable ori- 
ginaUty of its purpose, and the happy desoription it afforda of American life and man 
nera, still oontinue the subject of universal admiration. To say thus much is to 
sajenough, though we must just mention that the new edition forms a part of Messra 
Hurst and Blaokett's Gheap Standard libnuy, which has included some of the very 
best gpecsimens of light literature that ever have been written."—if «mmv^t. 

VOL. VIIL— CASDINAL WISEHAFS BECOLLECnOirS 

Of THE LAST FOTTE FOFES. 

" A viotuiesque book on Bome and its ecclesiastical sovereigns, by an eloquent Bo-> 
man Oatholic. Oardiual Wiseman has treated a special subject with so much ^eniality, 
that his reoolleotions will exdte uo ill-feeling in those who are most conscientiously op« 
poaedtoeywyideaof human inflülibility repreaentedin Fapal domination."— vKAmmnim. 

VOL. IX. A LIFE FOE A LIFE. 

BT THE AUTHOR OF «JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

"In ' A LifiB for a Life ' the author is fortunate in agood subject, and has prodnoed 
% wwk of itrong efiTect.**— J^Ammmm». 

VOL, X.— THE OLD COUET STTBUEB. BY LEIGH HUKT. 

*' A delightfül book» that will be welcome to all readers, and most welcome to those 
who have a love for the best kindsof readiiig."— J!lramt»0r. 

** A more agreeable and entertaining book has not been publlshed sinceBoswellpro- 
^luoed his reminisoences of Johnson.'^— Oö^^rv^r. 

VOL. XI.-^MAEGAEET AHB HEE BEIDESMAIDS. 

** We reoommend all who are in search of a fascinating novel to read this work for 
themselves. They will find it well worth their while. There are a freshness and ori* 
ginality about it quite channing."— ^^Atffksum. 

YOI/. XII.— THE OLD JÜDOE. BY SAH SLICE. 

" The publications included in this Librarr have all been of good qualit^ ; many give 
Information whUe th^y entertain, and of that class the book before us is a specimen. 
The mauner in which the Gheap Editions forming the series is produced deserves 
especial mention. The paper and print are unexceptionable ; there is a steel engraving 
in each volume, and the outsides of them will satisiy the purohaser who likes to see 
books in handsome uniform."— JüramtfMr. 



VOL. XIIL— DAEIEN. BY ELIOT WAEBUETOIT. 

"This last production of the author of ' The Crescent and the Gross' has the same 
elements of a very wide popularity. It will please its thousands."— 6 Joö«. 

VOL. XIV.— FAMILY EOMANCE ; OE, DOMESTIC 
ANNALS OF THE AEISTOGEACY. 

BY SIR BEBNARD BIJRKE, Ulbteb Kino op Abms. 

* It were impossible to praise too highly this most interesting book. It ought to be 
found on every drawing-room table. Here you have nearly flfty captivatiug romanoes 
with the pith of all their interest preserved in undiminished poignancy, and aay od« 
may be read in half an hour."— Standard, 

VOL. XV.— THE LAIED OF NOELAW 

BY MRS OLIPHANT. 
'* !rhe Lairdof Norlaw fülly BUstaius theauthor*« high reputation."— Sifjuiay Timti^ 



HÜRST Am) BLACKETTS STANDARD LIBRARY 

(OONTINUBD). 

VOL. XYI.— THE ENGLISHWOlE^ DT ITAI,Y. 

" We can praise Mrs Gfetton's book as interesting, nnezaggerated, and füll of jOppor-f 
billig instraction." — The Times. 



VOL. XVII.— NOTHING NEW. 

BT THE AUTHOR OP "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN."' 

" 'KothingNew ' displays all those superior merits which have made 'John Hallflg 
one of the most populär works of the dacf"—Po9t. 



VOL. XVnL— FEEES'S LIFE OP JEAinSTE D'ALBBEl. 

" Nothing cuibe more interesting than Miss Freer^s story of the lifo of'Jeannt 
D'Albret, aod the narrative is as trustworthy as it is attractive."— Pos^. 



VOL. XIX.— THE VALLEY OF A HUNDKED FIEES. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS." 

** We know no novel of the last three or four ^ears to equal this latest produotion of 
the populär authoress of * Margaret and her Bndesmaids. If asked to classify itt w« 
shoula give it a place between 'John HalifEuc' and * The Caxtons.* **—Heraid, 

VOL. XX.— THE ROMANCE OF THE FORUM. 

BY PETER BIJRKE, Sbbokant at Law. 

A work of Singular interest, which can never fiül to charm. The present cheap and 
elegant edition indudes the true story of the GoUeen ^b,vni."—IUu8tr<Ued Newa. 

VOL. XXI.— ADELE. BY JULIA KAVANAGH. 

" *Addle' is the best work we have read by MissEavanagh; it is a charming stoiy 
füll of delicate character-painting."— ^^Ammmci». 



VOL. XXn.— STUDIES FROM LIFE. 

BT THE AUTHOR OF «JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

" These ' Studios trom Life' are remarkable for graphic power and Observation. Tha 
book wUl not diminish the reputatiouof theaccomplishedauthor.**— iSKis^wnlaif JBtfOMw. 

VOL. XXIIL— GRANDMOTHER^S MONEY. 

** We commeud 'Grandmother's Money' to readers in search of a good noveL ThA 
characters are true to human uature, the story is interesting/'— ^^A^jueui». 

VOL. XXIV.— A BOOK ABOUT DOCTORS. 

BY J. C. JEAFFRESON, Esq. 

'* A delightftd book."— ^^Atfiueum. " A book to be read and re-read; fit for the ■tudj; 
as well as the drawing-room table and the circulating library/'— Xanc^t. 

VOL. XXV.— NO CHURCH. 

" Weadvise all who have the opportunity to read this \)OQkJ*—AtKenaum. 

VOL. XXVI.— MISTRES8 AND MAID. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF «JOfiN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

" A good wholesome book, graceftdly written, and as pleasant toread as it is inatmo- 
tiYe,"—Athen(;eum. " A chaiming tale charmingly told?*— Herald. 



VOL. XXVn.— LOST AND SAVED. BY HON. MRS NORTON 

" * Lost and Saved ' will be read with eager interest. It is a vigorous noveL"— 2VflMc. 
** A norel of rare excelleuce. It is Mrs Norton's best prose work."— JSaramifMr. 



HURST AND BLACKETPS STANDARD LIBRARY 

(CONTINUBD). 



VOL. XXVIIl.— LES MISEÄABLES. BY VICTOE HUGO. 

AUTHORISED COPYRIGHT ENGLISH TRANSLATION. 

'* The merits of ' Les Miserables ' do not merely oonsist in the oonception of it as a 
whole ; it aboundfl, page after pas«, with details of unequalled beauty. In dealing with 
all the emotions, doubis, fears, which go to make up our common humauity, M. Victor 
Hogo has ttamped upon eveiy page the hall-mark of genius/'— Quartor^ M4fvieuf, 

VOL. XXIX— BAKBAEA'S HISTOEY. 

BY AMELIA B. EDWARDS. 

**It is not often that ve light upon a novel of so much merit au«L interest aa 
' Barbara's History.* It is a work oonspicuous for taste and iiterary culture. It is a 
▼erv graoefül and charming book, with a vell-managed story, clearly-cut cbaracters, 
and sentiments expressed with an exquisite elocution. It is a book which the world 
will iike. This is high praise of a work of art, and so we intend it."— Times, 



VOL. XXX.— LIFE OF THE EEV. EDWAED lEVIirO. 

BY MRS OLIPHANT. 

"JL good book on a most interesting theme.**— Times. 

" A truly intere8tin|i; and most affecting memoir. Irving'B Life ought to have a niche 
in every g^ery of religious biography. There are few lives that will be fuller of in- 
structioiu interest, aud oonsolation."— iSb^urdav Beview, 

" Mrs Oliphant's Life of Irving supplies a long-felt desideratum. It is oopious, 
eamest, ana eloauent. Irving, as a man aud as a pastor, is exhibited with many oroad, 
powerfül, and liie-iike touches, which leave a streng impression." — ßdiTiburgh Review. 



VOL. XXXI.— ST OLAVE'S. 



" Thifl charming novel is the work of one who possesses a great talent for writing, as 
weU as expenence and knowiedge of the world. ' St Olave's' is the work of an artist. 
The whole book is worth reading."— ^i^AaiMPwm. 



VOL. XXXIL— SAH SLIGKS TEAITS OF AHEEICA9 

HÜMOTJE. 

" Dip where you will into this lottery of fun, you are sure to draw out a prize."— Po«^ 

VOL. XXXin.— CHEISTIAN*S MISTAKK 

BY THE AUTHOR OF ** JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

" Ä. more charming story, to our taste, has rarely been written. The writer has hit 
off a cirole of varied oharacters all true to nature, and has eutangled them in a story 
which keeps us in suspenso tili its knot is happily and gracefülly resolved. Even if 
tried by the Standard of the Archbishop of York, we should expeet that even he would 
pronounoe ' Christian'i Mistake' a novel without a fault."— 2\m«9. 

VOL. XXXIV.— ALEC FOEBES OF HOWGLEN. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, M.A. 

" No aooount of this story would give any idea of the profound interest that pervadet 
the work firom the flrst poge to the iBi&V—AtheruBum. 



VOL. XXXV.— AGNES. BY ME8 OLIPHANT. 

" • Agnes * is a novel superior to any of Mrs Oliphant's former \roTk&:*—ÄthenauM. 

"Mrs OUphant is one of the most admirable of our novelists. In her works thers 
are always to be found high principle, good taste, sonse, and reflnement. ' Agnet' ii a 
■t^iry whose pathetic beauty will appeu irresistibly to all readers."— Po«^. 



